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It is not a very gratifying reficction that on 
the only occasion during the present session of 
the Canadian Parliament when the members 
became really interested, it was on a question 
quite beyond the jurisdiction of the House. It 
is not very gratifying either to think of ‘ihat 
House as growing excited over the buncombe 
deliverance of one who was merely trying to 
make himself solid with that class of the 
people whom he is under contract to lead by 
the nose, It is humiliating to think that with 
so great a country and so mixed a population 
we cannot produce enough of the dirty bitter- 
ness of politics without crossing the ocean to 
engage in Ireland’s broils, Moreover, what is to 
become of such small domestic politics as we 
have if the Orangeman of the Cabinet is not 
to be allowed to draw a figurative—a purely 
figurative—sword in an assembly where all are 
friends thrice guarded with grip, wink and 
pass-word? How are the political fences to be 
kept wp? how are organizations to be main- 
tained, if manipulators are not allowed to blow 
a reviving breeze on the dying fires of preju- 
dice now and then? The Government of this 
country is as broad as human intelligence ; the 
Cabinet is as cosmopolitan as the market-place 
of Calcutta. Be you Orangeman or Jesuit, look 
to that Cabinet, and from it you will see the 
beckoning hand of the most savage leader of 
your cause. Be you moved byfundying love or 
undying hate for Romanism, follow the 
Cabinet, rave and starve for the Govern- 
ment. Is Clarke Wallace not there? Is 
Mackenzie Bowell not there? You cannot 
go wrong. Is Curran not there, and Costigan? 
Hurrah for the immortal cause! It does not 
matter which immortal cause so longas you 
hurrah loud enough and keep inline; Is it not 
an outrage that the Comptroller of Customs in 
absent-mindedly pursuing his methodical duties 
as beacon-feeder to the Protestant fires should 
be plagued with a vote of censure when there 
are among his estimable colleagues men spe- 
cially chosen to stoke up the fires of Romanism 
and even things nicely? Itisa piece of Grit 

interference, that’s what it is, and as such the 
House condemned it. Such is the delicate 
and eminently just mechanism cf _ the 
Cabinet, that no injury can come from 
such a speech as that made by Clarke 
Wallace. If the Comptroller of Customs 
makes a hot-headed speech to the Orangemen 
at Kingston, why, then all that is required is 
for the Solicitor General to make a hot-headed 
speech next day to the Roman Catholics at 
Montrea!. If one talks of shouldering a gun 
and marching to the relief of Ulster, the other 
can talk of shouldering a gun and marching to 
the siege of Ulster and Sir John Thompson and 
Mackenzie Bowell can sit at Ottawa and take 
a kindly interest in the pleasantries of the 
boys. Even though rebellion should ensue in 
Ulster and rival regiments be formed in Ca- 
nada and sent to the red field of war, the Cana- 
dian Government would not suffer. There 
would be no members of the Cabinet among 
the slain ; it would be the humble electors who 
would enlist and prance across to Ireland, and 
such is Grit luck that out of every ten men 
killed eight would be duly qualified Liberal 
voters from close constituencies. 

. 
*? 

There is a bulk of humbug in those who talk 
about taking up arms on one side or an- 
other of this [rish cause. I bad much rather 
insure some of their lives against the dangers 
of the battlefield than against the ravages of 
old age. There is in the present generation 
a distinct antipathy to getting killed. It 
is a modern prejudice but nevertheless strong, 
and especially strong among men occupying 
fat offices. Should rebellion break out in 
Ulster, this prejudice will be encountered by 
recruiting officers in the Ottawa district no 
less than elsewhere. But if the worst does 
happen, it would be a grave error to form rival 
regiments and send them across the 
ocean; they might as well fight it 
out here and save time and expense. 
Better still, the drill and uniform might 
be done away with and you could begin opera- 
tions at once by shooting your business part- 
ner, whose views on Home Rule are contrary 
to yours ; Clarke Wallace could shoot Curran, 
Davin could shoot Wallace, and some illiterate 
plebeian could give the sage of Regina his 
quletue, and so the great question would move 
on toward solution. This plan would obviate 
the expense of sending rival factions to slaugh- 
ter each other on the plains of Ulster and 
would result quite as satisfactorily. 


7 . 

Canada has already mixed overmuch in Irish 
affairs. Intelligent citizens of one country will 
always form opinions upon the affairs of an- 
other country, but when our Houses of Parlia- 
ment officially and officiously meddle in outside 
affairs they do wrong. Let Canada live her 
life, for she has a life of her own, As for me, I 
forfeited my right and title to the privilege of 
getting shot in the Irish cause when my grand- 
parents emigrated from Tyrone in 1820. 


*-e 

The promptness with which Dr. Sheard has 
been chosen to succeed Dr, Allen as Medical 
Health Officer has in some measure made 
amends for the unwarranted disorganization of 
that department at a time when public confid- 
ence in it should have been unshaken. Dr, 
Sheard has commenced his duties with a quiet- 
ness and vigor that promise well. He sug- 
gests the idea of a- man who will 
strive to allay that dangerous alarm 
which moves among the masses when a con- 
tagion breaks out. If he really possesses this 
character joined to a reasonable knowledge of 
those means whereby public health may be 
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cared for, he will suit his position. He will re- 
quire, however, to have pliable views on such 
questions as are likely to influence the mayor- 
alty election next year. Dr. Allen fell for the 
sin of insubordination, With the fate of 
his predecessor in mind, the new officer 
will probably recede from the high ground of 
official independence first occupied by Mr. 
Jennings on becoming City Engineer. The 
millennium seemed to be here at that virtuous 
period when the aldermen, the newspapers and 
the people upon the streets.all agreed with one 
voice that the head of a department should be 
free to pursue the right, independent of alder- 
manic control and voting influence. It wasa 
shapely device, and we all moralized in a 
superior way. on the emancipation of civic 
officials from the thraldom of jobbers, But 
Mr. Jennings was so literal in his application 
of the new principle that he soon had self- 
seekers in and out of council organized against 
him, and the pretty theory failed. Dr. Allen 
made the same mistake of supposing himself 
free to do right at any cost to friendship, His 
fate was swift and terrible, and now heads of 
departments will know that their vaunted 
independence is something to be worn for 
respectability’s sake—that they are inde. 
pendent only of those who are too weak 
to shake the seats from under them. The 
head ofa department cannot be independent 


in 


me 


LAURA 


and free to resist improper advances from de- | away 


signing members of council so long as he can 
be dismissed by that council on any flimsy pre- 
text. Dr. Sheard is at the mercy of those who 
waylaid his predecessor, and he knows very 
well that it is more important to be hand-and- 
glove with the Mayor and his friends than to 
do good book-keeping. He must truckle or 
lose his position in a year or two at the outside. 
The electors should realize this and not hold 
shivering officers responsible for the misdeeds 


of an administration thet rules over them. 
Mack, 


A lawyer in whom many private and great 
public trusts are reposed, was talking to me 
the other day about the queer phases of char- 
acter noticeable amongst those who seek legal 
assistance in making a will. ‘'I think the 
meanest man of the lot, the most over cautious 
and selfish man of the lot, is the one who in- 
structs me to leave a certain amount to his 
widow with a clause taking it away from her if 
she marries again. I think it is contemptibly 
mean fora man to try to dictate how some- 
body else shall live after he is dead. Pro- 
bably the wife did as much as he did towards 
saving the money and a share of it is 
rightfully hers.” I took issue with this 
sweeping view of all those men who dic 
leaving so much money to their widow as 
long as she remains a widow. In the first 
place, no rule can apply to everybody ; no two 
men making a will are in exactly the same con- 





dition ; very few prospective widows are likely 
to be surrounded by the same citcumstances. 
Many men insert that clause in their will be- 
cause they are bequeathing just enough to 
take care of the family left behind, and they 
feel that if their widow marries again she will 
marry someone who is able to support her and 
her share of the property should revert to the 
children, whose legacies may be barely sufficient 
to support them, If this be not the case, the man 
who is marrying the widow is expecting to be 
supported and will be simply another burden 
on the small property which some man now 
dead has struggled to get together. It is nota 
matter of sentiment, for if sentiment be domi- 
nant no widow will drop the name or hide 
awayin some lonely closet of her life the 
mementoes of her first love. 


* * 

I think the motive—and the surrounding 
circumstances can be relied upon to pretty 
clearly outline the motive — should decide 
whether such aclausein a will is selfish and 
exacting or protective and proper. If, for 
instance, a man dies possessed of fifteen or 
twenty thousand dollars and has four or five 
children, it is naturally enough his aim to keep 
his family together and to give them the pre- 
siding influence of a mother. The interest 
accruing from so small a property is barely 
enough to keepa little family together. Take 


from that which by right of dower 
does not already belong to the widow, 
and the children are at the mercy, more 
or less, of a_ step-father. Her little 
property, too, is at his mercy, for if she likes him 
well encugh to marry him she will probably 
like him well enough to sign away her interest 
in moneys which should be preserved to her 
children, If the property be: greater she is apt 
to become the prey of a mere fortune-hunter, 
and under nocircumstances is it a kindness to 
leave her possessed of more than is actually 
necessary to ensure her comfortable mainten- 
ance during the balance of her days ; and if it 
be left in such a way that no designing fortune 
hunter can obtain possession of it, so 
much the better for her. I think I am pay 
ing a compliment to the goodness of a 
woman’s heart when I admit this. I think I 
am only stating the truth about the careless- 
ness of a man’s heart when I admit that he is 
apt to use all his influence over his wife to ob- 
tain possession of her money. Remembering 
these two considerations, I do not think the 
fair sex have any reason to quarrel with the 
conclusion at which I have arrived. 
oe @- 

If, however, a man dies possessed of plenty 
of money and few or no children, and endeav 
ors by some clause in his will to make his wife 
live lonely and sad and covered with crape for 
the balance of her days, in order to gratify a 
selfish whim, he is a mean fellow. About 
nothing is a man €o selfish as about the woman 


that he cares most for. If she be beautiful the 
average man, particularly the jealous man, is 
determined that her beauty shall shine for no 
one but himself, that her smiles shall be for no 
one but the miserable little runt she has married. 
He does not feel called upon to be especially 
good to her himself but he is determined that 
nobody else shall be permitted to make her 
life pleasant, and when he dies he takes good 
care that if she marries again it shall be at her 
own risk and that every souvenir of her 
husband's competence, or love, or forethought 
shall be cut off. That kind of a man is unde- 
ser ving of the respect of his fellows. He might 
just as well, if he is possessed of a large farm, 
ora beautiful garden, or a magnificent house, 
decree in his will that so long as the 
world shall last that farm shall be 
idle, the garden filled with weeds and 
the house empty in order that someone 
may speak of the meanness of his soul and the 
insane selfishness of his will. After a man 
dies he has no right to claim possession of any- 
thing or to arrange that others who merit his 
love and confidence may be dispossessed of it. 
If it is necessary for the good of his children he 
may bcqueath all that he leaves, to them, in 
case his widow marries again, but to take 
especial pains for selfishness’ sake to debar his 
wife from enjoying her life is without doubt 
the climax of masculine greed. 


SCGHIRMBR-MAPILRKRSON. 


However, these are thoughts that come only 
to those who have something to leave beside 
their blessing. How few of us have anything 
else. Yet many of men’s worries are owing to 
the thought of what shall become of the wife 
and babies. There are more men slaving to- 
day on the farm and in the counting-room and 
factory in order to leave someone something, 
than thereare men who really want money for 
money’s sake or for the pleasure of spending it. 
Wives seldom know that the economies en 
forced by husbands are necessary to the busi- 
ness which is just climbing the hil). The busi- 
ness man may know that on the other side of 
the hill there is nothing but a grave for him- 
self, with only forty or forty-five years to be 
marked on the tombstone, but he is determined 
to leave his family a competence. Indeed, the 
serio-comic jest amongst commercial travelers 
and business men who have to hustle around 
amongst their fellows, if you are detaining them 
in aclub orchattingafter dinner, is, ‘* Well, this 
won’t make anything for the wife and 
babies; I must get a move on me.” The ma 
jority of men feel that they can take 
care of themselves. A man can be 
reasonably happy as a tramp, _provid- 
ing he has no encumbrances, so called, 
though the wife or child is not held by any 
good man to be an encumbrance. They feel 
that the wife and family constitute their great 
responsibility, and an appreciation of this may 
perhaps soften the hearts of some women who 
think unkindly, at least reproachfully, of men 
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who are too absorbed in their business, What 
ishe after? Perhaps if it be the pursuit of 
fame he knows that he shall be dead before the 
laurel wreath is his, but he thinks that his 
children may always appropriate a leaf or two 
ot it. Ifit be money he is after, it is to make 
the wife and babies comfortable should he be 
taken away. I imagine there is a vast amount 
of tenderness, concealed in the commercial ¢m- 
bitions of men. We meet them every day in 
business and think they are hard and cruel, yet 
almost every dollar is seized and put away for 
some loved one. That such acourse is wise is 
evidently open to dispute. The happiness that 
& man gives to those whom he loves while he 
is alive shall be remembered longer than his 
dollars can be of any use. The little trips, the 
happy days, the companionship will do more to 
keep his memory green than thousands cf 
dollars left to his loved ones after he is dead. 
Yet while men are mistaken we should not for- 
get the motive, that great dominating idea 
which sometimes makes a woman as 
fierce as a lioness in defence of her off. 
spring, that makes a man a drudge ali his 
life that he may keep the wolf away from the 
door after he is gone. He may endure the 
taunts of his fellows as a mean man; they 
may call him close-fisted and unlovable be- 
cause he is uncompanionable and frugal, yet 
the basis of his conduct, the corner-stone of all 
the superstructure he tries to raise in life may 
be the love he bears somebody. 
os 

Itisa great mistake; it is a common mis- 
take ; it isa cheap and unhappy mistake, for 
the leaving of money outside of the small sum 
necessary to keep one’s widow and children 
from the temptations which absolute poverty 
brings, isa source of more misery and leaves 
one’s loved ones a prey to more dangers than 
anything else possibly could do. A wise man 
has said, ‘‘ Let me leave my family safe from 
the temptation of either poverty or riches.” 
That is all men should try todo. Trying to do 
anything else is the folly that forces men to be 
hard and cold and cruel to their fellows, makes 
them strangers at home and removes them far, 
far away from the lovely heaven cf peace and 
good-doing. If we only knew why men are as 
they are, how much more lenient we would be 
in our judgment of them! If men only were 
as they should be, how much more kindly 
would be their sayings, how much more gentle 
their doings, how much happ‘er their families 
and friends would be. However, it is very 
little use moralizing. Since the world began 
men have followed the bent of their 
ambition, and the old rule will prevail 
that it matters not what happens so long as it 
does not happen to me or to mine. Yet this is 
the source of their misery, their greatest mis- 
take, the means of reaching their weak point. 
Or if so be, they are so hard and bright that the 
waves ofthe world after beating upon them 
recede wounded and disappointed, when they 
die they endeavor to perpetuate the condition 
of things that they found profitable in life, and 
almost invariably those they leave behind them 
and the world generally conspire to defeat 
their purpose. 

After we were through discussing the *‘ will” 
question and we got back to the question of 
motive, [asked my legal friend if on her death- 
bed his wife asked him to promise that he 
would never marry again, what he would say. 
He looked at me fora moment and answered, 
“I should say ‘No, I will not promise,’” If 
there be a supreme selfishness,a dominating, 
undying selfishness, a selfishness which 
supreme even at the moment of dissolution, it 
is apt to be fourd in the heart of one who 
would ask such a promise. The hour when 
such a promise is demanded, the surround 
ings, the dreadful thought of separation, the 
fears with which we all regard the voyage over 
the unfathomed river and the unseen thither 
shore, make it very difficult indeed fcr either 
man or woman to _ refuse a_ pledge. 
All the world seems wrapped up in 
the*one who is going away. Into the heart 
of the man or the woman who makes the pro 
mise enters at the moment no thought of the 
lonesome to-morrow, of the possibilities of 
some other tenderness growing into the life so 
sadly bereft. Itis indeed a moment of weak- 
ness, but it should not be a moment of selfish- 
ness. It is not a time when either religious 
constraints, social pledges or anything extend- 
ing beyond the period of gloom should be made 
binding. A man or woman who is sincerely 
loved and has been loved should be relied upon 
to cherish a dear memory and endeavor to show 
to the departed spirit and to the world the 
same fidelity which makes proud the husband 
and is the crown of a woman's life. That such 
pledges are exacted, that in the despairful 
clinging of the departing life to this world and 
its joys and hopes, loving arms are sometimes 
thrown about the neck of a weeping husband 
or wife and such a promise exacted just as the 
spirit is passing over the Divide, is a proof only 
that even when the ties of earth are most 
loosened and the spirit should be most separ 
ated from the clay which encumbers it, the 
overpowering egotism of the human being 
makes an excuse of its love to perhaps shroud 
a life with darkness that otherwise some gentle 
hand might lift. 


is 
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And I think, too, that the man or woman 
who gives such a pledge will feel more lone- 
some than the one who does not. The very 
chains which dying love thus fastens about 
us are apt to be as irksome as those with 
which the tyrant may confine a prisoner. 
If those who truly love and have been 
loved cannot find a beauty in fidelity and a 

Continued en Page Sixteen. 
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The Devil and Tom Walker. 


By WASHINGTON IRVING. 


A few miles from B ston in Massachusetts 
there is a deep inlet, winding several miles into 
the interior of the country from Charles Bay, 
and terminating in a thickly wooded swamp or 
morass, 

On one side of this inlet is a beautiful dark 
grove; on the opposite side the land rises 
abruptly from the water’s edge into a high 
riige,on which grow a few scattered oaks of 
great age and immense size. 

Uader one of these gigantic trees, according 
to old stories, there was a great treasure buried 
by Kidd the pirate. 

The inlet allowed a facility to bring the money 
in a boat secretly and at night to the very foot 
of the hill ; the elevation of the place permitted 
a good lookout to be kept that no one was at 
hand, while the remarkable trees formed good 
landmarks by which the place might easily be 
found again. 

The old stories add, moreover, that the devil 
presided at the hiding of the money, and took 
it under his guardianship ; but this,it is well 
known, he always does with buried treasure, 
piticularly when it has been ill-gotten. Bs 
that asit may, Kidd never returned to recover 
his wealth, being shortly after seized at 
Boston, sent out to England, and there hanged 
for a pirate. 

About the year 1727, just at the time that 
earthquakes were prevalent in New England 
and shook many tall sinners down upon their 
knees, there lived near this place a meagre, 
miserly fellow, of the name of Tom Walker. 
He had a wife as miserly as himvelf; they were 
so miserly that they even conspired to cheat 
each other. Whatever the woman could lay 
hands on, she hid away ; a hen could not cackle 
but she was on the alert to secure the new-laid 
egg. Her husband was continually prying 
about to detect her secret hoards, and many 
and fierce were the conflicts that took place 
about what ought to have been common 
property. 

They lived in a forlorn-looking house that 
stood alone, and had an air of starvation. A 
few straggling savin trees, emblems ofsterility, 
grew near it; no smoke ever curled from its 
chimney; no traveler stopped atitsdoor. A 
miserable horse, whose ribs were as articulate 
as the bars of a gridiron, stalked about a fi-ld, 
where a thin carpet of moss, scarcely covering 
the ragged beds of pudding-stone, tantalized 
and balked his hunger; and sometimes he 
would lean his head over the fence, look pite- 
ously at the passer-by, and seem to petition de- 
liverance from this land of famiae. 

The house and its inmates had altogether a 
bad name. Tvom’s wife was atall termagant, 
fierce of temper, loud of tongue, and strong of 
arm Her voice was often heard in wordy war- 
fare with her husband ; and his face sometimes 
showed signs that their conflicts were not con- 


fiaed to words. No one ventured, however, to | 
interfere between them. The lonely wayfarer | 
shrunk within himself at the horrid clamor | 


and clapper-clawing, eyed the den of discord 
askance, and hurried on his way, rejoicing, if 
a bachelor, in his celibacy. 

One day that Tom Walker had been to a dis- 


tant part of the neighborhood, he took what he | 


considered a short cut homeward, through the 
swamp. 


with great gloomy pines and hemlocks, some 
of them ninety feet high, which made it dark 
at noonday, and aretreat for all the owls of 
the neighborhood. It was full of pits and 
quagmires, partly covered with weeds and 
mosses, where the green surface often betrayed 
the traveler into a gulf of black, smothering 
mud ; there were also dark and stagnant pools, 
the abodes of the tadpole, the bull-frog and 
the water-snake, where the trunks of pines 
and hemlocks lay half drowned, half-rotting, 
looking like alligators sleeping in the mire. 

Tom had long been picking his way cauti- 
ously through this treacherous forest, stepping 
from tuft to tuft of rushes and roots, which 
afforded precarious footholds among deep 
sloughs ; or pacing carefully, like a cat, along 
the prostrate trunks of trees, startled now and 
then by the sudden screaming of the bittern, 
or the quacking of a wild duck rising on the 
wing from some solitary pool. At length he 
arrived ata firm piece of ground, which ran 
out like a peninsula into the deep bosom of the 
swamp. 

It had been one of the strongholds of the In. 
dians during their wars with the first colonists, 
Here they had thrown up a kind of fort, which 
they had looked upon as almost impregnable, 
and had used as a place of refuge for their 
squaws and children. Nothing remained of 
the old Indian fort but a few embankments, 
gradually sinking to the level of the surround 
ing earth, and already overgrown in part by 
oaks and other forest trees, the foilage of 
which formed a contrast to the dark pines and 
hemlocks of the swamp. 

It was late in the dusk of evening when Tom 
Walker reached the old fort, and he paused 
there a while to rest himself. Anyone else 
would have felt unwilling to lingerin this 
lonely, melancholy place, for the common peo- 
p'e had a bad opinion of it, from the stories 


handed down from the time of the Indian | 


wars, when it was asserted that the savages 
held incantations bere, and made sacr'fices to 
the evil spirit. 

Tom Walker, however, was not a man to be 
troubled with any fears of the kind. He re- 
posed himself for some time on the trunk of 
a fallen hemlock, listening to the boding cry of 
the tree-toad, and delving with his walking- 
staff into a mound of black mould at his fee‘, 


Unconsciously turning up the so'l, his staff | 


struck against something hard. He raked it 
out of the vegetable mould, and lo! acloven 
skull, withan Indian tomahawk buried deep 
in it, lay before him, The rust on the weapon 
showed the time that had elapsed since this 
death blow had been given. 
memento of the flerce struggle that had taken 
p'ace in this last foothold of the Indian war- 
riors, 


**Humph!” said Tom Walker, as he gave it spirit of contradiction. Many and bitter were 
| the quarrels they had on the subject, but the 


a kick to shake the dirt from it. 
* Let that skull alone!” said a gruff voice. 
Tom lifted up his eyes, and beheld a great 
black man seated directly opposite him, on the 


| 
the name of Deacon Peabody, an eminent man, 


| of the Salem witches,” 


Like most short cuts, it was an ill-| 
chosen route. The swamp was thickly grown | 
| black man, with a half-civil nod. 


| cording to the old story, though it has almost 
think that to meet with such a singular person- 
| age in this wild, lonely place, would have 


| lived so long witha termagant wife that he 


| for burning. 


It was a dreary | 
| might have felt disposed to sell himself to the 


gain on her own account, and if she succeeded, 
to keep all the gain to herself. Being of the 
same fearless temper as her husband, she set 
off for the Indian fort toward the close of a 
summer's day. She was many hours absent. 
When she came back, she was reserved and 
sullen in her replies. She spoke something of 
a black man, whom she had met about twilight 
hewing at the root of a tall tree. He was 
sulky, however, and would not come to terms ; 
she was to go again with a propitiatory offer- 
ing, but what it was she forbore to say. [ 

The nextevening she set off again for the 
swamp, with her apron heavily laden: Tom 
waited and waited for her, but in vain; mid- 
night came, but she did not make her appear- 
anc2; morning, noon, night returned, but still 
she did not come. Tom now grew uneasy for 
her safety, eSpecially as he found she had car- 
ried off in her apron the silver teapot and 
spoons, and every portable article of value. 
Another night elapsed, another morning came; 
but no wife. In a word she was never heard of 
more. ‘ 

What was her real fate nobody knows, in 
consequence of so many pretending to know. 
It is one of those facts which have become con- 
founded by a variety of historians. Some 
asserted that she lost her way among the tang- 
led maz:s of the swamp, and sank into some 
pit or slough; others, more uncharitable, 
hinted that she had eloped with the household 
booty, and made off to some other province, 
while others surmised that the tempter had 
decoyed her into a dismal quagmire, on the 
top of which her hat was found lying. In con- 
firmation of this, it was said a great black 
man, with an axe on his shoulder, was seen 
late that very evening coming out of the 
swamp, carrying a bundle tied in a checked 
apron, with an air of surly triumph. 

The most current and probable story, how- 
ever, observes that Tom Walker grew so 
anxious about the fate of his wife and his 
property that he set out at length to seek them 
both at the Indian fort. During along sum- 
m2r’s afternoon he searched about the gloomy 
place, but no wife was to be seen. He called 
her name repeatediy, but she was nowhere to 
be heard. The bittera alone responded to his 
voice, a3 it flaw screaming by, or the bull frog 
croaked dolefully from a neighboring pool. 

At length, it is said, just in the brown hour 
of twilight, when the owls began to hoot and 
the bats to flit about, his attention was at- 
tracted by the clamor of carrion crows hover- 
ing about a cypress tree. He looked up, and 
beheld a bundle tied in a checked apron, hang- 
ingin the branches of the tree, with a great 
vulture perched hard by, as if keeping watch 
upon it. He leaped with joy, for he recognized 
his wife’s apron, and supposed it to contain 
the household valuables. 

‘‘Let us get hold of the property,” said he 
consolingly to himself, ‘‘and we will endeavor 
to do without the woman.” 

As he scrambled up the tree, the vulture 
spread its wide wings and sailed off scream- 
ing into the deep shadows of the forest. Tom 
seizad the checked apron, but, woeful sight ! 
found nothing but a heart and liver tied up in 
it. 

Such, according tu this mst authentic old 
story, was all that was to be found of Tom’s 
wife. She had probably attempted to deal 
with the black man as she had been accus- 
tomed to deal with her husband, but, though 
a female scold is generally considered a match 
for the devil, yet in this instance she appears 
to have had the worst of it. She must have 
died game, however, for it is said Tom noticed 
many prints of cloven feet deeply stamped 
about the tree, and found handfuls of sAair, 
that looked as if they had been plucked from 
the coarse black shock of the woodsman. Tom 
knew his wife’s prowess by experience. He 
shrugged his shoulders as he looked at the 
signs of a flerce clapper-clawing. ‘ Egad,” 
said he to himself, ‘‘Old Scratch must have 
had a tough time of it!” 

Tom consoled himself for the loss of his pro- 
perty, with the loss of his wife, for he was a 
man of fortitude. He even felt som sthing like 
gratitude toward the black woodsman, who, he 
considered, had done him a kindness. He 
sought, therefore, to cultivate a further ac- 
quaintance with him, but forsome time with- 
out success ; the old black-legs played shy, for 
whatever people may think, he is not always 
to be had for calling for ; he knows how to play 
cards when pretty sure of his game, 

At length, it is said, when delay had whetted 
Tom's eagerness to the quick, and prepared 
him to agree to anything rather than not gain 
the prom'sed treasure, he met the black man 
one evening ia his usual woodsman’s dress, 
with his axe on his shoulder, sauntering along 
the swamp and hummingatune. He affected 
to receive Tom's advances with indifference, 
made brief replies and went on humming his 
tune. 

By degrees, however, Tom brought him to 
business, and they began to haggle about the 
term: oa which the former was to have the 
pirate’s treasure, There was one condition 
which need not be m:ntioned, being generally 
understood in all cases where the devil grants 
favors, but there were others about which, 
though of less importance, he .was inflexibly 
obstinate. He insisted that the mmey found 
through his means should be em odloyed in his 
service. He proposed, therefore, that Tom 
should employ it in black traffi :; that is to say, 
that he should fit out a slave-ship, This, how 
ever, Tom resolutely refused; he was bad 
enough in all conscience, but the devil himself 
could not tem jt him to turn slave trader. 

Finding Tom so squeamish on this point, he 
did not insist upon it, but proposed, instead, 
that he should turn usurer, the devil being 
extremely anxious for the increase of usurers, 
lookinz upon them as his peculiar people. 

To this no objections were made, for it was 
just to Tom's taste. 

“You shall open a broker’s shopin Boston 
next month,” said the black man. 

“T'll do it to-morrow, if you wish,” said Tom 
Walker. 

“You shall lend money at two percent. a 
month.” 

** Egad, 
Walker. 

‘*You shall extort bonds, foreclose mort- 
gages, drive the merchants to bankruptcy —” 

“Tl drive them to the d——1l,” cried Tom 
Walker. 

‘You arethe usurer for my money!” said 































































stump of a tree. He was exceedingly sur- 
prised, having neither heard nor® seen anyone 
approach ; and he was still more perp'exed on 
observing, as well as the gathering gloom 
would permit, that the stranger was neither 
negro nor Indian. It is true he was dressed in 
arude half-Indian garb, and had a red belt or 
sash swathed round his body, but his face was 
neither black nor copper-colored, but swarthy 
and dingy, and begrimed with soot, as if he 
had been accustomed to toil among fires and 
forges. He had ashock of coarse black hair 
that sood out from his head in all directions, 
and bore an axe on his shoulder. 

He scowled for a moment at Tom with a pair 
of great red eyes. 

‘* What are you doing on my grounds?” said 
the black man, with a hoarse growling voice. 

“Your grounds!” said Tom, with a sneer. 
‘* No more your grounds than miae; they be- 
long to Deacon Peabody.” 

* Deacon Peabody be d——d,” said the 
stranger, “as I flatter myself he will be, if he 
does not look more to his own sins and less to 
those of his neighbors. Look yonder, and see 
how Deacon Peabody is faring.” 

Tom looked in the direction that the stranger 
pointed, and beheld one of the great trees, fair 
and flourishing without, but rotten at the core, 
and saw that it hai been nearly hewn through, 
so that the first high wind was likely to blow 
itdown. On the bark of the tree was scored 


who had waxed wealthy by driving shrewd 
bargains with the Indians. 

He now looked around, and found most of 
the tall trees marked with the name of some 
great man of the colony, and all more or les3 
scored by the axe. The one on which he had 
been seated, and which had evidently just been 
hewn down, bore the name of Crowninshield ; 
and he recollected a mighty rich man of that 
name, who had made a vulgar display of 
wealth, which it was whispered he had ac- 
quired by bucc weering. 

“He's just ready for burning!” said the 
black man, with a growl of triumph. ‘ You 
see Iam likely to have a good stock of fire- 
wood for winter.” 

“ But what right hav; you,” said Tom, ‘to 
cu‘ down D:acon Peabody’s timber ?” 

‘* The right of a prior claim,” said the other. 
‘‘Tois woodland belonged to me long before 
one of your white-faced race put foot upon the 
soil.” 

‘* And pray, who are you, if I may he so 
bold ?” said Tom. 

** Oh, I go by various names. I am the wild 
huntsman in some countries ; the black miner 
in others. In this neighborhood Iam known 
| by the name of the black woodsman. I 
| am he to whom the red men consecrated this 
| spot, and in honor of whom they now and then 
roasted a white man, by way of sweet-smelling 
sacrifice. S‘nce the red men have been exter- 
minated by you white savages, I amuse myself 
| by presiding at the persecutions of Quakers and 
| Anabaptists; I am the great patron and 
| prompterof slave dealers, and the grand master 


‘The upshot of all which is that, if I mis- 
| take not,” said Tom sturdily, ‘‘you are com- 
monly called Old Scratch.” 

“The same, at your service!” replied the 


Such was the opening of this interview, ac- 


too familiar an air to be credited. One would 


shaken any man’s nerves ; but Tom was a hard- 
minded fellow, not easily daunted, and he had 


did not even fear the devil. 

It is said that after this commencement they 
had along and earnest conversation together 
as Tom returned homeward. The black man 
told him of great sums of money buried by Kidd 
the pirate, under the oak trees on the high 
ridge not far from the morass. All these were 
under his command and protected by his 
power, so that none could find them but such 
as propitiated his favor. These he offered to 
place within Tom Walker’s reach, having con- 
ceived an especial kindness for him, but they 
were to be had only on certain conditions. 

What these conditions were may be easily 
surmised, though Tom never disclosed them 
publicly. They must have been very hard, for 
he required time to think of them, and he was 
not aman to stick at trifles when money was 
in view. 

When they reached the edge of the swamp, 
the stranger paused. 

‘* What proof have I that all you have been 
telling me is true?” said Tom, 

‘*There’s my signature,” said the black man, 
pressing his finger on Tom's forehead. So say- 
ing he turned off among the thickets of the 
swamp, and seemed, as Tom said, to go down, 
down, down, into the earth, until nothing but 
his head and shoulders could be seen, and so 
on, until he totally disappeared. 

When Tom reached home he found the black 
print of a finger, burnt, as it were, into his fore 
head, which nothing could obliterate. 

The first news his wife had to teli him was 
the sudden death of Absalom Crowninshield, 
the rich buccaneer. It was announced in the 
papers with the usual flourish, that * A great 
man had fallen in Israel.” 

Tom recollected the tree which his black 
friend had hewn down, and which was ready 
‘* Let the freebooter roast,” said 
Tom, ‘who cares?” He now felt convinced 
that all he had heard and seen was no illusion. 

He was not prone to let his wife into his con- 
fidence, bu* as this was an uneasysecret he wil- 
lingly shared it with her. All her avarice was 
awakened at the mention of hidden gold, and 
she urged her husband to comply with the 
black man’s terms and secure what would 
make them wealthy for life. However Tom 


I'll charge four!” replied Tom 


devil, he was determined not todo so to oblige 
his wife ; so he flatly refused, out of the mere 


more she talkei, the more resolute was Tom 
not to be damned to please her. 
At length she determined to drive the bar- 


black legs with delight. ‘‘ When will you want 
the rhino?” 

“This very night.” 

* Done!” said the devil. 

“Done!” said Tom Walker. So they shook 
hands and struck a bargain. 

A few days’ time saw Tom Walker seated 
behind his desk in a counting-house in Boston. 


Tom's reputation for a ready moneyed man, 
who would lend money out for a good con- 
sideration, soon spread abroad. Everybody re- 
members the time of Governor Belcher, when 
money was particularly scarca. It was a time 
of paper credit. The country had been deluged 
with government bills, the famous Land Bank 
had been established ; there had been a rage 
for speculating ; the people had run mad with 
schemes for new settlements, for building 
cities in the wilderness; land jobbers went 
about with maps of grants, and townships, and 
E'dorados, lying nobody knew where, but 
which everybody was ready to purchase. In a 
word, the great speculating fever which breaks 
out every now and then in the country, had 
raged toan alarming degree, and everybody 
was dreaming of making sudden fortunes from 
nothing. As usual, the fever had subsided ; the 
dream had gone off, and the imaginary fortunes 
with it; the patients were left in doleful 
plight, and the whole country resounded with 
the consequent cry of ‘* hard times.” 

At this propitious time of public distress did 
Tom Walker set up as usurer in Boston. His 
door was soon thronged by customers, The 
needy and adventurous; the gambling spe- 
culator; the dreaming land jobber ; the thrift- 
less tradesman; the merchant with cracked 
credit; in short, everyone driven to raise 
money by desperate means and desperate sacri- 
fices hurried to Tom Walker. 

Thus Tom was the universal friend of the 
needy, and acted like a “ friend in need ;” that 
is to say, he always exacted good pay and good 
security. In proportion to the distress of the 
applicant was the hardness of histerms. He 
accumulated bonds and mortgages, gradualiy 
squeezed his customers closer and closer, and 
sent them at length, dry as a sponge, from his 
door. 

In this way he made money hand over hand ; 
he became a rich and mighty man, and exalted 
his cocked hat upon ’Change. He built him- 
self, as usual, a vast house, out of ostentation, 
but left the greater part of it unfinished and 
unfurnished, out of parsimony. He even set 
up acarriage in the fulness of his vainglory, 
though he nearly starved the horses which 
drew it; and as the ungreased wheels groaned 
and screeched on the axle-trees, you would 
have thought you heard the souls of the poor 
debtors he was squeezing. 

As Tom wax:d old, however, he grew 
thoughtful. Having secured the good things 
of this world, he began to feel anxious about 
those of the next. He thought with regret on 
the bargain he had made with his black friend, 
and set his wits to work to cheat him out of 
the conditions. He became, therefore, all of a 
sudden, a violent church-goer. He prayed 
loudly and strenuously, as if heaven were to 
be taken by force of lungs. Indeed, one might 
always tell when he had sinned most during 
the week, by theclamor of his Sunday devo- 
tion. The quiet Christians who had been 
modestly and steadfastly traveling Zionward, 
were struck with self-reproach at seeing them- 
selves so suddenly out stripped in their career 
by this new-made convert. Tom was as rigid 
in religion as in money matters; he was a 
stern supervisor and censurer of his neighbors, 
and seemed to think every sin entered up to 
their account became a credit on his own side 
of the page. He even talked of the expediency 
of reviving the persecution of Quakers and 
Anabaptists. 

In a word, Tom’s zeal became as notorious as 
his riches. 

Still, in spite ot all this strenuous attention 
to forms, Tom had a lurking dread that the 
devil, after all, would have his due, That he 
might not be taken unawares, therefore, it is 
said he always carried a small Bible in his coat 
pocket. He had also a great folio Bible on his 
counting-house desk, and would frequently be 
found reading it when p2ople called on busi- 
ness ; on such occasions he would lay his green 


spectacles in the book, to mark the place, 
Continued on Page Three. 
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In the Golden Era there lived a HARD HEADED family in 


a mighty big stone house, and in the same town there were countless 


shoe stores, some large and some small. 
The Hard-Headed family, however, con- 


lacked snap, save one.” 


Of these it was said “ they 


tinued in the old ruts, buying from the wayback stores, and were 
comfortably getting away with a boneless cow when the stone house 


fell on them and at last they tumbled 


to the fact that McPherson 


stood on top of the heap for style, comfort, fit and cheapness. 


Moral— Don't be a stone house. 
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. Pretty Conceits. 


ICTURESQUENESS in every de- 
tail of the toilet is the distin- 
guishing feature of this season’s 
fashions; and so marked is 
this that no prescient eye is 
required to predict that when 
the history of this century’s 
modes is written the present 

will be considered aculminating epoch of great 
artistic beauty. The chroniclers may prate 
learnedly of Empire, Directoire, Restoration, 
and Victorian eras, and the fashions of 1830, 
but the careful student of the costume plates 
of those days knows well that exact reproduc. 
tions of them are exceptiona!, while the gener- 
ally accepted modes are adaptations and com- 
minglings of various periods, producing a 
charming whole which has not been approached 
in beauty and comfort in many a decade. 


a 





* 

Contrary to the usual dictum that epring is 
always the occasion seized for the introduction 
of new styles, Dame Fashion is now resting 
upon her laurels, and deigns to allow her 
votaries another six months’ enjoyment of the 
present universally becoming modes, But 
while asserting that there is nothing radically 
new, the fact,must be emphasized that there is 
abundance of novelty, arising from the multi- 
tude of ingenious adaptations from the various 
sources which give the keynote to the whole. 

In the matter of the present burning question 
of the skirt, on inspection of leading models of 
home and foreign make it is found that the 
following imperative rule governs the cut of 
all: A little fulness across the front and hips, 
more in the back, and a great expansion at the 
foot. To achieve this effect, skirts are cut in 
every way that ingenuity or caprice can de- 
vise., Many of them are umbrella shape; 
others are half circles—narrow silks as well as 
wide cloths are made in this way ; some have 
a bias seam in front, and a straight, whole 
breadth behind ; others, a bias seam in the 
middle of the back; still others are made of 
innumerable gored breadths—they might bet- 
ter be called “‘pieces”—no more than eleven 
inches in width at the bottom. But thecaprice 
of caprices is cut out of two circles, one joined 
to the bottom of the other. Sometimes two 
contrasting materials are used for this, and 
sometimes only one; in the latter case the 
joining must be covered with a band of trim- 
ming. This band coming about the height of 
the knee is a reminder of the Spanish flounce, 
but the lower circle is set on without fulness, 

Where the very narrow gores are used, the 
seams are often covered with a narrow vine of 
embroidery or jetted passementerie, ora full 
ruche of lace runs up for a half-yard from the 
bottom ana is finished with a rosette; with 
this latter garniture there is no trimming 
around the bottom of the skirt. Though wider 
flounces are predicted, none are yet seen except 
an occasional one of lace on evening gowns. 
Narrow ruffles, confined to the bottom of the 
skirt, are still the favorite trimming. Upon 
the spring woolene, many rows of narrow 
braids and Persian gimps and velvet ribbon in 
graduated widths will be the popular trim- 
ming. A gown of rich silk-and-wool reps— 
green and black—is trimmed around the bot- 
tom with fifteen rows of half-inch velvet rib- 
bons, black and green alternating, and the 
revers and hugesleeve puffs are of green velvet. 

* 


The Persian gimps area half inch wide, all 
silk, and have a narrow corded edge of plain 
color to match various fabrics ; many shades 
of stone-color, brown, tar, blue and green are 
shown, as well as black. Dozens of yards will 
be lavished upon a singlegown. All new trim- 
mings show band and inserting effects. ‘hose 
of beads, iridescent as well as jet, are especi- 
ally attractive, and will be much used. 

Many showy little jackets are shown of jet. 
of silk passementerie, and of finest fancy mo- 
hair braids, wrought in artistic patterns, In 
silk passementerie jackets there is a variety of 
colors, as tan, navy blue, brown and stone- 
color ; but black is the best choice, as it can be 
worn with different gowns, The highest nov- 
elty for the corsage is the Josephine collar ; it 
has a wide band crossing the bust, and also the 
back between the shoulders, defining a low, 
square neck, and passes over the shoulders in 
wide, flaring epaulettes. Itis avery elegant 
garniture, and is especially adapted, as its name 
implies, to the Empire gown, though it will 
form a sumptuous garniture for any corsage. 
These are shown in brilliantly cut jet, in the 
fascinating iridescent beads showing the colors 
of all precious stones, in steel, and in silk pasee- 


menterie. 
7 


I can tell a smart woman by the sort of sta- 
tionery she uses. For example: She never 
permits any perfume about her notes and 
letters, and a medium size of white or pale gray 
paper with square envelopes is her preference. 
When in first mourning, let us say for her hus- 
band, the band of black on envelopes, sheets 
and cards, is just one-fourth of an inch wide, 
It remains that width for eight months, then, 
month dy month, it slowly narrows. Ino the 
fourteenth month she begins to use a dull, cold, 
aray, rough linen-paper; then she softly slips 
into faint lavender, heliotrope, violet, and then 
pure white. All this time she uses wax that 
exactly matches the tinting of the paper, and 
until a second marriage brightens her life the 
name and address stamped on all her paper, no 
matter of what color it may be, is done in dull 
black lettering. It is the delicate badge of 
widowhood comprehensible to the initiated. 


By the use of a softly folded girdle, a basque 
may be easily remodeled into a fashionable cor- 
sage. Cut the basque off round at the waist 
line and finish in the usual way. For the girdle 
taxe a bias strip of velvet, soft silk, or the dress 
material, seven inches wide and long enough 
toreach around the waist and hook, Gather 
or plaitthis at the ends to bring it into four 
inches, bind, and finish with hooks and eyes, In 
front, tack the folds lightly to a whale-bone 
placed across the inside. For the rosette, a 
bias strip one yard fand five eighths long and 
five and a half inches wide is required. Double 
this length-wise, gather, and arrange in an 
elongated shape. - 


A pretty Easter bonnet is an Empire poke of 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


mauve chip, with soft crown of mauve velvet, 
and trimming of twiiled silk of lighter shade, 
An aigrette and ostrich feathers of the two 
shades, and a half-wreath of English violets in- 
side the brim, complete the trimming. 

La Mopr, 












































































Individualities. 





Ruskin is a devoted chess-player. 


Annie Pixley is one of the heaviest tax- 
payers in Philadelphia. 


Miss Fanny Mitchell of Athenr, Ga., is writ- 
ing a history of Athens in the Civil War, 


Pundita Ramabai has started a circle of 
King’s Daughters among her pupils in India, 

Rev. F, E. Clark, the originator and president 
of the Christian Endeavor movement, is a 
Canadian by birth. 


A bronze monument of William Lloyd Garri- 
son, of colossal size, is to be unveiled at New- 
buryport, next Fourth of July. 


A toast given at a recent meeting of a 
woman’s club in Springfield, Missouri, was 
‘*The men we left behind us,” 

Miss Mary J. Cassatt is painting one of the 
enormous panels ordered by Mrs. Potter 
Palmer for the decoration of the Gallery of 
Honor in the Woman's Building, Chicago. 

Miss Mabel McElheny has won a prize of 
$200 offered for the best tariff essay. The 
judges were Governor McKin!ey and Senators 
Aldrich and Hiscock. Miss McElheny is a 
newspaper writer. 

It is said that the engraved stones and monu- 
ments of the British Museum prove that 
woman’s dress and headgear are almost pre- 
cisely the same as those of the woman of 
Babylon at the time of the flood. 

Mrs. Moses Hopkins, of San [rancisco, has 
decided to bestow $50,000 and nineteen acres ot 
land upon the academy in that city which bears 
the Hopkins name. There is a theological 
seminary connected with the institution. 


Miss Louise Aldrich Blake, eldest daughter 
of a Herefurdshire (England) clergyman, has 
just achieved the highest distinction as a 
student in medicine ever won by a woman. 
She has taken a “double first” in the exam- 
inations at the London University. 

Queen Victoria loans from her private col- 
lection at Windsor Castle Leonardo da Vinci's 
original drawing of the first map of America. 
It will be in the collection of Columbiana at the 
Exposition, which will be placed in the repro- 
duced convent of La Rabida, near the Agri- 
cultural Building. 

The Czar was forty-eight years old on March 
10, and he was on the Russian throne twelve 
years on March 14. The Prince and Princess of 
Wales sent valuable birthday presents by the 
messenger who went to St. Petersburg with a 
birthday present from the Queen to the Em- 
peror Alexander III. 

Some captious critics have been heard to say 
that since Swinburne the poet has become a 
teetotaler his rhymes have not been so good, 
and this, indeed, may be so; but the health of 
the author of Atalanta in Calydon has cer- 
tainly benefited by the change from fine cham- 
pagne to young hyson. 

A New York woman of fashion recently gave 
adog-party for her favorite Japanese poodle. 
Over twenty dogs responded to the handsomely 
engraved invitations, anda feast of chicker, 
game, wafers and ice cream was modestly 
eaten by the petted darlings. The favors were 
Japanese rattles and: ubber balls with a squeak 
in them. 

An odd mistake, sometimes made by people 
who ought to know better, is that of describing 
Queen Vic'toria’s eldest daughter as the ex- 
Empress Frederick, as though Her Teutonic 
Majesty were some dethroned and exiled Sove- 
reign. It is correct enough to speak of the 
ex-Empress Eugenie, the ex-King and ex- 
Queen of Naples, the ex-King of Servia, and 
so on; but the correct style and title of the 
Princess Royal, as given by herself, is Dowager 
Empress Frederick of Germany and Queen of 
Prussia. 

The Duchesse de Valence hes just given what 
is called a diner blanc, in honor of the visit of 
her great-nieces, Miles. Renee and Paule de 
Tristan. Her Grace allowed these young ladies 
to invite eighteen of their young friends of 
their own sex to a little barquet at her house. 
All the fair convives sat down to table with 
powdered hair, but they wore whatever colors 
pleased them for their dress, the gay hues of 
their pretty girlish costumes contrasting 
charmingly with the pure white of everything 
else about them 





The Devil and Tom Walker. 


Continued from Page Two. 
while he turned round to drive some usurious 
bargain. 

Some say that Tom grew a little crack-brained 
in his old daye, and that, fancying his end 
approaching, he had his horse new shod, sad- 
dled and bridled, and buried with his feet 
uppermost ; because he supposed that ai the 
last day the world would be turned upside 
down, in which case he should find his horse 
standing ready for mounting, and he was 
determined at the worst to give his old friend 
a run for it. 

One hot summer afternoon in the dog days, 
just asa terrible black thunder gust was coming 
up, Tom sat in his counting-house, in his white 
linen cap and India silk morning gown. He 
was on the point of foreclosing a mortgage, by 
which he would complete the ruin of an un- 
lucky land speculator for whom he professed 
the greatest friendship. The poor land jobber 
begged him to grant a few months’ indulgence. 
Tom had grown testy and irritated, and refused 
another day. ‘My family will be ruined and 
brought upon the parish,” said the land jobber. 

“Charity begins at home,” replied Tom; “I 
must take care of myself in these hard times.” 

* You have made so much money out of me,” 
said the speculator. 

Tom lost his patience and his piety. ‘The 
devil take me,” said he, ‘if I have made a 
farthing !” 

Just then there were three loud knocks at 
the street door, He stepped out to see who 
was there. A black man was holding a black 
horse which neighed and stamped with impati- 
ence. 





‘Tom, you're come for,” said the black fellow 
gruffly. 

Tom shrank back, but too late, He had left 
his little Bible at the bottom of his coat pocket, 
and his big Bible on the desk buried under the 
mortgage he was about to foreclose; never 
was sinner taken more unawares, 

The black man whisked him like a child into 
the saddle, gave the horse a lash, and away he 
galloped with Tom on his back, in the midst of 
the thunder storm. The clerks stuck their 
pens behind their ears, and stared after him 
from the windows. Away went Tom Walker, 
dashing down the streets, his white cap bob- 
bing up and down, his morning gown flutter- 
ing in the wind, and his steed striking fire out 
of the pavement at every pound. 

When the clerks turned to look for the black 
man, he had disappeared. 

Tom Walker never returned to foreclose the 
mortgage. A countryman, who lived on the 
border of the swamp, reported that in the 
height of the thunder-gust he heard a great 
clattering of hoofs and a howling along the 
road, and running to the window caught sight 
of a figure, such as I have described, on a horse 
that galloped like mad across the fields, over 
hills and down into the black hemlock swamp 
toward the old Indian fort, and that shortly 
after, a thunder-bolt falling in that direction 
seemed to set the forest in a blaze. 

The good people of Boston shook their heads 
and shrugged their shoulders, but had been so 
much accustomed to witches and goblins, and 
tricks of the devil in all kinds of shapes, from 
the first settlement of the colony, that they 
were not so much horror-struck as might have 
been expected. Trustees were appointed to 
take charge of Tom’s effects. There was noth- 
ing, however, to administer upon. On search- 
ing his coffers, all his bonds and mortgages 
were reduced to cinders. In place of gold and 
silver, his iron chest was filled with chips and 
shavings ; two skeletons lay in his stable in- 
stead of his half-starved horses, and the very 
next day his great house took fire and was 
burnt to the ground, 

Such was the end of Tom Walker and his ill- 
gotten wealth. Let all griping money brokers | 
lay this story to heart. The truth of it is not 
to be doubted. The very hole under the oak 
trees, whence he dug Kidd’s money, is to be 
seen to this day ; and the neighboring swamp 
and the old Indian fort are often haunted in 
stormy nights by a figure on horseback, in 
morning gown and white cap, which is doubt- 
less the troubled spirit of the usurer., In fact, 
the story has resolved itself into a proverb, 
and is the origin of that popular saying, so 
prevalent throughout New England, of ‘‘ The 
Devil and Tom Walker.” 





S. W. Cor. Yonge and Queen 


Building 


NTEREST in no way abates in Greatest 

Building Sale prices. The store every- 

where is worthy a visit. SATURDAY NIGHT 
readers will find 


Unusual Attraction 


at the side of the store where Silks and Dress 
Goods in newest styles and designs abound. 


New Opening Estamine Seraes, 25c. 

New Shot Effects in Dress Goods, 174c. 

Fine Quality Henriettas, 294c. 

Black Satin Merv, 35c. 

Pongors, 20c. 

Best Five Framed Standard Brussels Carpets, 
$1 a yard, 

Tapestry Carpets, 20c. 

Ladies’ Woney Lisle Thread Hose, 35c., were 50c 

Ladies’ Skirts, extra quality cotton, hemmed, 
tucks, 60c. 

Ladies’ Chemises, lace trimmed, 15c. 


Matters not what you want of our 


Half Million Dollar 


stock. The 
with little delay. 
Order anything by letter. 


R SIMPSON 


8. W. cor. Yonge and Queen Entrance Yonge Street. 
Streets, Toronto. Entrance Queen Street. 


Store Nos. 174, 176, 178 Yonge Street, and 1 and 8 Queen 
Street West 


112 YONGE STREET, 
(2 Dours South of Adelaide Street.) 

On and after MONDAY, MARCH 20, 
| will be prepared to show a 
Choice and Well Selected Stock 
of MILLINERY, all 
ladies are cordially invited. 
FRENCH MILLINERY EMPORIUM 


63 King St. West (Upstairs) 


SPRING OPENING 
Monday, March 20 


premises are to be torn down 








to which 


A full assortment of French, English and American 
novelties in Pattern Hate, Bonne’ etc. Inspection 
cordially invited. MRS. RB. BLACK, Mgr. 


R. SCORE & SON 
HIGH-CLASS LADIES’ TAILORS 





EARLY SPRING PATTERNS 


NAKAKW GOoOwNs 


NRW GOATS 


NRW GCAPKS 


MODERATE PRICES 


Riding Habits with Safety Skirt 


Orders are executed under the supervision of Mr. Weinfeld 


’ 


and only first-class experienced workmen are employed. 


PRIVATE ENTRANCE WEST DOOR 








TELEPHONE 1289 


rlisses E.& H.Johnston 


MODES 
122 KING STREET WEST, TORONTO 


OPPOSITE ROSSIN HOUSE 











Mrs. THORNHILL 


RICH LACES 


Point Gaze, Applique and Duchesse 
trimming laces, including some very fine 
pieces prepared particularly for millinery 
purposes. Chiffons, Veilings, etc. 


374: Yonge Street 
TORONTO 
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“ONEQUALLED ” 


IS THE VERDIOT 


or 
All Those Who Have Used the 





3 KING STREET EAST 
(Over Ellis’ Jewelry) 


The lady readers of Sarurpay Nigur are cordially invited 
to visit us ana see the finest assortment of 


TRIMMED MILLINERY 


to be seen in the city. Our choice selection of 


LAOES AND VEILINGS 


is well worthy your inspection. 


Dressmaking Department in connectior. 


ARTISTIC : DRESSMAKING 


MRS. J. P. KELLOGG, 636 Church St. 


Ladies’ Evening Gowns and Empire Effects 
a Ppecialty 


French and American 





High class costuming after 
measurements. 





Pember’'s Hair Store 


127 WONGE STREET. 


Ladies’ Hair-cuttir g, Singe ing 
and She mpooirg Parlcrs. 


Artistic Hair Dressing in 
latest styles. 


Bleaching and Dyeing 


a specialty. 
A full line cf Hair Goods, Bangs, 
my Waves, Wigs snd Switches. All 
kinds of Hair Goods made to order 
F Ladies wishing their bair dressed 
for Poudree Ball, April 5, should 
make their appointment early, and 
avoid waiting anddisappointment 
W.J PEMBER, 127 Yonge St. 
(late of Dorenwend’) 


TELEPHONE 2275 





ASK YOUR GROCER FOR THE 


“MONSOON” TEAS 


Indian and Ceylens 
The most delicious Teas on the market. 


STEEL, HAYTER & CO. 


LADIES 
Have you seen the lovely 


TAN SHOES 


wearethowing? You will find 
it worth your while to take a 
loc k at them as you pass along 
Kiog street. The 
prices thie season 
are much lower than 
ever before. 


THE J. D. KING CO. 


79 King Street Hast 
Sixty hours from New York, THURSDAYS 


BARBADOS 


And other West India Islands every ten days. 
QUEBEC STEAMSHIP COMPANY 











LTD. 





ARTHUR AHERN, Secretary Quebec 8. 8. Co., Quebeo. 


BARLOW CUMBERLAND. Agent 
72 Venge Street, Toronto. 





Dry KindlingWood 


Delivered any address, 6 crates $1.00; 13 orates $2 00. 


A orate holds as much as a barrel. 


HARVIE & CO, 20 Sheppard Street 


Telephone 1570 or send Post Card. 





ee 


DRESS BONES 


The steel is extra quality, non-corrosive, 
metal tipped, securely stitched and fastened 
in a covering of superior sateen. Can be 
relied on not to stain, cut through at the 
ends, or become detached. 


Ask for Them 
They are the Best 


SOLD BY 


All the Leading Retail Dry Goods Merchants 
Throughout the Dominion 


ARMAND’S HAIR STORE 
BALL POUDREBEB 










. Ladies desiring their hair 
dressed for the ‘ BALL 
: oe POUDREE”’:f April 5 next 
. " sre kindly requested to make 
\ a6 we only can have a limited 
4 “D cumber. Those not having 
A made appointments will only 
BI ” be sersed perchance. We 
- a disappointment and loss of 
z time. Those ladies desiring 
? Wh ite Wige for that occasion 
y are also rc quested to secure 
them at once. 
Telephene 24¢8 


Armand’s Hair Store 


Oor. Yonge and Carlton 


Those jadies wto Fave tot yet tested the value of OUR 
FACE STEAMING AND MASSAGE MANIPULATIONS 
asa ee er and improver of the complexior, 
are informed that our system is entirely natural. No 
cosmetics, pastes or beautifiers are employed. Our system 
fe unique ard shculd not be compared with cosmetics, 
make-up, or beautifyirg parlors. Our system is to revive 
the muscular and fibrous system of skin, which invigorates 
and produces a healthy action and is the best tonic and 
skin food. Particulars on application. Ladies and gentle- 
men’s manicure parlor in connection. 


4, TRAACLE ARMAND & CO, 
Dermatolcgical, Manicure and Hair-Dreging Parlors. 
441 Yonge Street and 1 Cariton ftreet 
TELEPHONE 2498. TORONTO, CANADA, 


HAIR GOODS 


LADIES AND GENTLEMEN REQUIRING 
WIGS, TOUPEES, BANGS 
WAVES, SWITCHES, &c. 
Should inspect our stock. The very latest styles in stock 
or made to order. 
Ladies’ Hair Dressing Parlors always open. 


clase artiste employed 
Hair ornaments cf all kinds. 


AT 
DORENWEND’S 
103 & 105 Yonge Street, Toronto 

Bend for illustrated cataloguer. 


BARBOU R’S 
Linen 
Threads 


UNEQUALLED FOR 
ALL PURPOSES 











Pricee low. 





Only firet- 








be 


TORONTO SATURDAY 


NIGHT. 





Social and Personal. 


Avery pleasant euchre party was given by 
Mrs. James Wright of 438 Sherbourne street on 
Friday, March 17. A large number of guests 
competed for the pretty prizes, which were a 
crystal flower basket and a handsome cup and 
saucer. Mrs. Wright made a charming hostess 
and the evening was a success in every par- 
ticular. Ten tables were arranged for the card- 
players. 
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3Mr. Higman of the British America Assur- 
ance Company has been for the past week in 
New York, and will return shortly. 


Miss Millie Lamont sang a solo very sweetly 
in the Jarvis street Baptist church last Sun- 
day. 


The wedding day of Mr. W. Thompson and 
Miss Bertha Grantham is fixed for May 2. The 
wedding ceremony will take plac) in S*. 
Simon’s"church, of which Miss Grantham is a 


member. m 


Another interesting society engagement is 
announced, between Miss Lucy McLean How- 
ard and Mr. Roy of England. 


Miss Bickford, Toronto's fairest, where so 
m ny are fair, will be married to-day (Satur- 
day) at St. James’ church, at two o’clock. 
Society has been much interested in the event, 
which 1s to deprive our brightest co‘eries of so 
charming an ornament. The wedding gown is 
a marvel of elegance and beauty, being a 
modified Empire of white satin with wreath- 
girdl: of myrtle and orange blossoms. The 
bridesmaids, Misses Dawson, Homer Dixon, 
Yarker and Seymour, are so well known as 
graceful and handsome members of Toronto's 
choicest circles that it goes without saying 
that they will be an elegant and charming 
quartette. The particulars of the wedding 
will be given in next week's paper, and it will 
be an occasion when all that is fairest and 
most recherche in Toronto society will be en 
evidence. The happy personage whois to carry 
off this queen rose of the society garden of girls 
is Captain Horton. The bride’s going-away 
costume is of fawn, with a longcloak of modified 
Empire style, with Columbus collar and butter- 
fly sleeve caps of golden brown velvet; the hat 
is of fawn rustic straw, with golden-brown 
velvet brim and plumes of rose pink. 


One of the week's events, which may be 
properly put among the doings of society, has 
been the opening of the spring millinery. 
Everyone goes, everyone criticiz2s, and the 
show-rooms are full of interested and admiring 
ladies, old and young, who gather of the choic- 
est and denude the stiff standards of their airy 
burden of flowers, feathers and lace. Murray's 
stairways were like Jacob's ladder on Tuesday 
afternoon, ard Walker's elevator was a solid 
mass of feminines and finery making their 
ascent and descent, like the angels, but twice 
as eager and full of suggestions, ideas and 
plans. Miss Morrison was pleased, so 
was Miss Smith, and_ the feminine 
world they aim to satisfy was more 
than satisfied, it was satiated. Every 
spring one declares that the hats and 
bonnets never were so pretty, but really, this 
time there is a diversity which has a most 
winning charm. I remarked in Murray's 
many & grande dame securing her Easter bon 
net. Mrs. Yarker chose adainty trifl> of black 
lace and shaded roses ; Miss Arthurs a lovely 
hat, with green velvet and a most delightful 
garniture; Mrs. James Crowther suited her 
delicate and mignonne features with a love of 
a head-zear ; Mrs. Gooderham of Waveney 
chose some sweet hats for her graceful daugh- 
ters; Mrs. Wiilie Gooderham chose a chic old 
gold chip with black lace; Mrs. Thurston an 
Empire bonnet of fawn chip and pink: Mes- 
dames Joseph and E. Simpson also chose 
charming headgear; Miss Homer Dixon 
selected one of the daiatiest combinations of 
pearl gray chip and pink; Miss Gurney a 
pretty toque of jet and gold with blick and 
yellow Swiss braid. 


The French Club spent a delightful evening 
at Mrs. Proctor’s residenc2, 71 Grenville street, 
last Saturday evening. M. Palabot read an 
original Novelette entitled The Departure and 
the Return, showing a pretty play of fancy 
and a sly touch of humor in the clever pro- 
fessor. Mr. Fux sang very pleasingly. The 
club meets this evening at Mrs. W. H. B. 
Aikens’, 50 College street. 


Mr. Jack Massey, who suffered so seriously 
from a toboggan accident some weeks ago, was 
able to attend church Sunday last. He is 
much miss‘d in the c soir. 


The Y. Bicycle Ciub were At Home last even- 
ing, at the residence of Mrs. McDonell, Qu:en 
street west. 


* 


One of the Lenten distractions which take 


up the hours of the house-keeper in the beau 
monde isthe Cooking School, which meets at 
the Y. W.C. A. rooms on Eim street and is 


instructed by Miss Lands. It is well worth 
the time and money demanded to learn the 
secrets of the cuisine from so deft and pleasant 


a teacher. A large number of ladies attend 
these classes, and numerous tasty little sup- 
prs are enjoyed all the more by madame and 


her frisads becans; the fair hands of the host 
e3s herself have evolved the various delicacies | 


offered. The Wednesday afternoon demon | 
stration lesson this week wason Silads and 
S snd wiches. 
. 
We have had unusually good lectures from 


foreign and home talent this Lenten season. 
P.ofessor Clark of Trinity College, of whom | 


our people grow more appreciative every 
month; Dean Rigby, who has won by his 
bright and refined deliverances oa Church His- 
tory; Mr, Mortimer Clark whose beautiful 
illustrated Lecture on Jerusalem those who 
heard will not easily forget; Professor Van 
derSmissen, who mak+s interesting people far 
more interesting when he discourses about 


them—this delightful quartette of clever 


Russall, Carroll, Masson, MacDonald, Landy, 
and Bather, Dr. and Mrs. Peaker, Mr. and 
Mrs. J. S. Boddy, Mr. and Mrs. G2orge McGee, 
Mr. and Mrs. Richardson, Mr. and Mrs. Val- 
lentyre, and Mr. and Mrs, A. E, Ham, Messrs. 
Shouldice, Gibson, Russell, Smith, Quigley, and 
Fred Fiett. After twelve keenly contested 
games had b2en played, dancing was indulged 
in till a reasonable hour, the guests departing 
wih many expressions of satisfaction and 
pleasure on the delightful time afforded them. 
* 


The Harmony Club are working hard at their 
pretty opera, Falka, which promises to be a 
very taking and successful affair next month. 


* 

Mrs. Fanny Steele Anthony, who has just 
completed a course in the study of elocution in 
this city, has gone to New York, where she 
intends finishing her studies. 

* 


Invitations are out for the Young Bachelors’ 
At Home, to be held in the Confederation L‘fe 
Building, corner Richmond and Yonge streets, 
on the evening cf April 7. 

o 

A lecture on the Rocky Mountain scenery 
along the C. -P. R. will be delivered in the 
Ontario Society of Artists’ gallery, 173 King 
street west, by Mr. T. Mower Martin, R. C. A., 
on Tuesday, March 28. Views of the principai 
points of interest will be shown by limelight, 
and singing and music will form part of the 
programme. 


On Sunday afternoon Mr. J. P. Bull of 5 Wal- 
mer road slipped on the ice and fell and broke 
his thigh bone, in consequence of which he 
will be confined to his room for about two 


months, 
* 


The following Toronto people are registered 
at the Salt Baths, Warsaw, N. Y.: Miss 
Snively, Mr. H. M. Mowat, Dr. and Mrs. J. B. 
Fotheringham, and Rev. and Mrs. P. M. 
Hamilton. 


Mr. Albert Bradley, the popular manager of 
the Eastern branch of the Bank of Commerce, 
is seriously ill. He is suffering from typhoid 


fever. 
* 


Mr. Clarence T. Whitney has had a very 
severe attack of la grippe, but he is slowly re- 
covering and is about to take a journey to 
Washington for change of air and scene. 

* 


Miss Maud Barwick of Close avenue, Park- 
dale, is about to pay a visit to friends in 
Montreal. 


Mrs. W. G. Brown of 51 Wood street gave a 
very pretty five o'clock tea on Monday after- 


noon. 
* 


On Wednesday afternoon of last week the 
office of the Western Insurance Company was 
the scene of a unique presentation, when Mr, 
F. W. Falls of the head office staff, some of 
whose articles have appeared from tim: to time 
in the columns of SarurRDAY NiGuT over the 
nom de plume Faltz, was made the reci- 
pient of a handsome watch chain and locket 
by his many friends connected with the above 
corporation, the occasion being the severing 
of his connection with the Western, which he 
did to accept an offer from the Eastern Insur- 
ance Company of Halifax. The managing 
director, Mr. Kenny, spoke very nicely of him 
and wished him success in his new under- 
taking, after which he thanked all for their 
kindness. His friends echo the words of Mr 
Kenny and wish “ Curley” every success in his 
new work, 


Mrs. Walter Barwick gave a charming tea 
on Thursday of last week. Among those pre- 
sent were: Mrs. Gzowski, Mrs. Willie 
Gwynne, Mrs. Jack Hay, Mrs. E. Douglas 
Armour, Mrs. V. Sankey, Mrs. Wadsworth, 
Mrs, Fred Moffatt, Mrs. James Crowther, Mrs. 
Wm. Mulocs, Mrs. Cecil Gibson, Mrs. Augustus 
Foy, Mrs. Hoskin, and Mrs. Allen Aylesworth. 

The Annual Concert given by the members 
of York Lodge No. 6,S. O. E., at the Audito- 
rium on Wednesday, Marc 22, was a great 
success inevery way. Nearly one thousand 
people were present, who, judging from the 
numerous encores, thoroughly enjoyed the pro- 
gramme which had been arranged. Brother 
Caddicx, a P. S. G. P. of the order, occupied the 
chair and was supported on his right by 
Brother Swait, who had also, in days gone by, 

cupied the same honorable position. All of 
those who took part in the programme 
acquitted themselves admirably. Miss Lily 
Evans added to the reputation she had 
already gained in Toronto as an elo 
cutionist, by her rendition of The 
Chariot Race, from Ben Hur. Her Tableaux 
of Forty Emotions was also well received. 
Mr. Harry Barker, who is also well known as a 
baritone singer of no mean ability in this city, 
gained further laurels, His voice showed to 
great advantage, particularly in the song, 
Anchored. Mr. W. E. Ramsay brought down 
the house with his serio-comic songs, and 
was vociferously applauded. The bonne bouche 
of the evening was a song entitled Day Dreams, 
which was sung in a most artistic and sympa. 
thetic manner by Miss Ida Walker. It was a 
real gem of its kind, The whole affair was a 
great success from start to finish, and the man- 
ner in which the programme was carried 
through in its entirety reflects great credit 
both upon the performers taking part therein 


| and those who had the affair in hand. 


. 

Ou Tuesday, March 21,a most successful enter- 
tainment was given inthe West End Y.MC.A. 
Hall in aid of the Ladies’ Auxiliary Furnishing 
Fund, by Miss Bertha Adams’ classes, senior 
and junior,in wand dril!,dumb bells, Delsartean 
atti‘udes, ete., which reflected well merited 
credit on both teacher and pupils, The seniors 
who took part were Misses Thompson, 
Porter, Bogart, Wigley, Brandon, Moore, 
Conkrite, Lennox, and Pamphylon, and the 
way the different numbers were rendered was 
evidence that the western part of our city has 
its share of talent, youth, and beauty, as the 
broad platform and handsome costum +s, when 





talkers have made bright hours in some dull 
Len/en days, and have given great profit and 
p'easure to their fellow citizens, 


Mrs. W. J. Hewell of Adelaide street gave a 
progressive euchre party on Friday evening of 
last week. Among those present were: Mrs, 
Armitage of St. Thomas, Misses Gibson, Neild, 


grouped in order, made a dazzling scene of 
beauty not soon forgotten by those who looked 
upon the happy youngfaces. The whoopdriil was 
executed by the seniors with such precision as 
to show to advantage the graceful Grecian cos- 
tumes and the lithe figure of each performer. 
The juniors were Misses Brandon, More, 
Chambers, Crawford, Cairns, Watts, Mcl 9!- 


land, and Nellie Cozzeus. The pantomimic 
effect of these giving the Bachelors’ Sale 
elicited a hearty encore, kindly responded to 
by Miss Adams rendering in a happy vein the 
Old Woman's Love Story, which called forth 
loud applause. Professor Bohner and several 
of his pupils contributed both vocal and instru- 
mental selections, among which was noticeable 
a song by Miss Paton, also a duet by Pcofessor 
Bohner and Miss Redpath, and an instrumental 
duet by Prof. Bohner and Miss Albina Renand. 
Miss Chambers sang a song very sweetly. 
Another feature was the several tableaux so 
well acted throughout, Search for Happiness 
ably sustained by Miss L2nnox, also Toilet 


of the Bride, the most prominent figure being 


Miss Wigley, and Death of Virginia, personated 


by Miss Conkrite. Mrs, Porter kindly acted as 
accompanist to the classes. Miss Adams has 
consented to repeat the performance in aid of 
St. Mary’s Episcopal church, Dovercourt, in the 


near future. 
* 


James A. Lowell, M.P., of Niagira Falls, 
was in the city this week. 


Arthur Boyle, M.P., of Dannville, was in 
town recently. 


7. 
Mr. Herbert Fortier, who took one of the 
leading characters in Jane this week at the 
Grand Opera House, is the younger son of the 


late Mr. Fortier of the Inland Revenue Dept. 


of Windsor, and brother of Mrs, Daniel Spry of 


Barrie and Mr. Harry C. Fortier of this city. 


He was well received and is a most clever and 


capable actor. 


Rev. Dr, Torrance of Guelph was in town 
this week, 


Last Saturday evening a most pleasing enter- 
tainment was given at Deer Park. Those 
taking part were: Miss E. Pauline Johnson, 
Mr. and Mrs, D. E, Cameron, Mr. George Dick- 
The pro- 
gramme was excellent, and all numbers were 
well received. Miss Johnson was greeted with 
applause, and her rendition of Cherry, a littie 


son and Master Napier Durand. 


original prose sketch, charmed all present. Mr. 


Frank Yeigh filled the position of chairman. 
os 


Dr. White of Carlton street gave a most in- 
teresting lecture last Tuesday afterno2n to the 


sive euchre party on St. James’ avenue, the 


name of the host was spelled Cauld well instead 
of Colwell. Mr. and Mrs. Colwell are recent 
arrivals on the avenue, having taken the house 
recently occupied by Mr. Grover, who has left 
Toronto. Ishould be much indebted to those 
who are kind enough to send in accounts of 
society events, if they would always give me 
the full address of the host, as it prevents mis- 


apprehension and consequent confusion. 
o 


Master Bert Starr of 102 Ss. Vincent street 
was At Home to his young friends last evening 
from six to ten o'clock, 

* 

Preparations for the bal poudre are prozress- 
ing. There will be an immense demand for 
white coiffures and the fair dames who do not 
wish to powder their own locks should select 
their pretty wigs without delay. 

* 

Mrs. and Miss Belle Wanless were At Home 
to an extremely large number of friends on 
Thursday of last week, from five to eight 
o'clock. The spactious home at the junction of 
Bloor street and Spadina road was crowded 
with ladies and gentlemen. Mrs. Wanless 
received in a handsome black gown, relieved 
with touches of patunia. Miss Bslle Wanless 
wore a dainty silk of white and pale blue 
stripes. Mrs. Jack Wanless assisted in a 
pretty gown of fawn faille, and Miss Robina 
Miller and Miss Belle Garland were prettily 
gowned incream. The house was beautifully 
decorated with palms and flowers. The north 
parior was used as a reception-room, and re- 
freshments were daintily set out in the dining- 
room, where the Misses Wanless, in blue and 
cream gowas trimmed with gold, presided. An 
orchestra discoursed sweet music behind a 
screen of palms in the corridor. 

* 

Madame Nordica, the beautiful songstress 
who so charmed Toronto’ concert-goers 
recently, is expected in the city early in 
Easter week. It is the intention of the donna 
to spend a few days in Toronto,and she will 
attend the bal poudre on Wednesday evening. 
Madame Nordica will ba the guest of one of 
Toronto's fashionable hostesses, and I hear 
that nearly everyone is going to the Friday 
concert in the Pavilion. The fair singer will 
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We have just received our French Novelties in 
Hats and Bonnets. Also new Dress Materials and 
Trimmings which we are prepared to display. 


WM. STITT & CO. 


White -. 
China " 


DECORATING 


We are giving this line special 








MILLINERY 


attention. 





be gowned by Worth, and will no doubt repeat 
her grand success. Messrs, Suckling are happy 
in the rapid filliang up of the subscription list 
with all the best names in the city. 


staff and pupils of Upper Canada College on 
Botany. When Principal Dickson announced 
that the speaker was one of the old boys of the 
college there was a hearty burst of applause 






Gold 


from all present. 


Mrs. George Alliston’s musicale was ex- 
tremely successful, her drawing-rooms being 
well filled with guests. The harp playing of 
Miss Florence Harris was a most interesting 
feature of the evening’sentertainment. Among 


those present were: Mrs. Kirkpatrick, Mrs. 
Clark, Mrs. Macdonald, Miss Wa'sh, Mrs. 
Smith, the Misses Ezgin, Miss Miller, Mrs, 
Beatty of Buffalo, Miss Taylor, Miss B. Taylor, 
Miss A. Harris, Miss Kerins, Miss Lennox, 
the Misses Myres, Miss Moore, Miss Redden, 
Mr. J. McIntosh, Mr. Gus. Butler, Mr. C. 


Foster, Mr, Patterson, Mr. Wilbert Harris of 


Chicago, Mr. Lane, Mr. T. Deane, Mr. Flem- 
ming, Mr. Moore, Mr. Manning, Mr. F. 
Chambers and others. 


Another immense audience emphasized the 
success of Kleiser’s Star course on Thursday 
evening of last week. Mr. Riley was a revel- 
ation of the q1aintness and the sweetness of 
Hoosier folk. He was assisted by Miss Lilli 
Kleiser as vocalist, and I am obliged to the 
Dramatic Editor for allowing me to comment 
on the grace and beauty of one of Toronto’s 
most attractive singers, Miss Kleiser’s ren- 
dering of Annie Laurie as an encore to one of 
her beautiful selections captured the audience 
by its pure and sympathetic tone, and the fair 
young singer's presence just suited her simple 
and feeling singing of the dear old Scottish 
song. Miss Kleiser was elegantly gowned in 
lustrous white satin, with deep berthe of fine 
lace, and looked sweetly pretty. Her voice is 
purely melodious, and I heard many admiring 
comments on her appearance and singing from 
her pleased and appreciative hearers as they 


swarmed out of the Pavilion, 
ca 


Mrs. Alfred Marsh of Avenue road gave a 
very pleasant afternoon tea to a large number 
of stylish society ladies on Wednesday after- 
noon. Mrs. Marsh was assisted in receiving by 
Miss Laing, Miss Grantham and the Misses 
Proudfoot. Among the guests were: Mrs, 
Charlies Moss, Mrs, Mulock, Mrs, Dickson of 
Upper Canada College, Mrs. George Lindsay, 
Mrs. Allen Aylesworth, Mrs. and Miss Maule, 
Mrs. (Justice) Rose, Mrs. Parsons, Mrs. Grant- 
ham, Mrs. Laing, and Mrs, Hutton. 

Mr. Al, C, Irwin of 26 Bernard avenue enter- 
tained a number of his friends on Friday even- 
ing, March 17, when a very enjoyable time was 
sp nt. Peogressivecrockinole anddancing were 
the order of the evening. Among those pre- 
sent were; Misses Morell, Whatmough, Davis, 
Irwin, Wallen, Hayes, Woodley, Hele, Hender- 
son, Hornibrooke, Sterling, Bewley, Oliver, 
Foster, and Mrs. W. Irwin, Mrs. John Donogh, 
Mrs. Wm, Donogh, and Messrs. W. Donogh, 
Woodley, S. Thomas, Greer, Davis, Horni 
brooke, Hayes, Strong, W. Thomas, W. Irwin, 
John Donogh, H. Irwin, West, Johnson, and 


Fisher. 
. 


Very amused audiences have gone to see 
Jane at the Grand this week, Jane wears some 
very handsome gowns while she masquerades 
as her master’s wife. Oneis of glowing red 
corded silk, z uaves of brown lace and gold 
passementerie. Another isa rich white satin 
brocade, with court train and plain satin petti- 
coat, the bodice decorated with a bright corse 
letof gold bands, and soft knots of white plumes 
on the train. Ano elegant wrap of robin-egg 
b'ue with fawn fur edge and fawn silk lining 
completed the evening costume, On Wednes- 
day evening the L‘eutenant-Governor and Mrs, 
Kirkpatrick, Mr, Arthur and Miss Kirkpatrick 
occupied the Government House box. A 
pretty little episode which caused a beam 
of good-natured amusement on every face 
occurred when Jane's “real baby” was carried 
round to pay a visit to Government House box 
and receive the interested notice of the amiable 
occupants. The wee thing comported itself 
discreetly and was one of the most nonchalant 
members of the caste, 


In the account given last week of a progres- 


* We are able to sell gold at a 

Mrs, Ed, Cox of Isabella street gave a lovely 
luncheon on Friday oflast week. The table was 
a picture and the event, as is usual with Mra, 
Cox’s entertainments, most enj>yable. 

- 

Mr, and Mrs, J. A. Wood of 70 Spadina road 

have gone for a visit to B:rmuda and the 


South. 


much less price than it can be 
bought elsewhere, and we guaran- 
tee every box. 


PANTECHNETHECA 


116 Yonge St., cor. Adelaide 








Mrs. Mort Keachie of Gloucester street gave 
a very elegant luncheon for Mrs. C, Brown, Jr., 
on Thursday of last week. 

* 

A committee of MacLeans, with Capt. J. B. 
MacLean as chairman and Mr, W. B. MacLean 
of the Congor Lumber Co. as secretary, is 
arranging to secure a Canadian representation 
at a reunion of the Clan to be held in Chicago 
ia June next, when they will receive a visit 
from hereditary chief, Col. Sir Fitzroy Donald 
MacLean. Efforts will be made to induce him 
tocome to Canada also, where he has many 
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LATEST STYLES, NEATNESS, FITNESS characterize 
all our shoes. 


124 King &t. West (opposite the Rossin House). 








friends. He brought his regiment, the 13th For 

Hussars, to this country in 1870 and " 

was quartered for a time in Toronto. Novelties 

He will be accompanied by Lady MacLean. 

His answer to the invitation will be read with Art Goods 

interest by those who have the b!ood of the ‘ 

clan coursing their veins. He says: “‘ Nothing Diamonds 

in the universe could have touched my heart to 2, % 
the extent of the message just received from Tableware % S 
my clansmen on the other side of the Atlantic. Cc 
I at once accept their courteous invitation to Opera Glasses oO 


become their guest, and Lady MacLean will 
gladly accompany me to Chicago if it pleases 
the Great Director of all events to give usa 
heaith and strength to do it. Pray convey to 
my «lansmen my high sense of their loyalty to 
their ancient family traditions and to their 
chief, who once more repeats the oath made by 
his ancestors before starting on an expedition 
as far back as the 11th century : 

The heavens are above us, 

The land below us, 

The ocean around us, 

Everything in a circle about us. 

It the heavens do not fall, 

Cast'ng from their high fortresses 

The stars like rain 01 the face of the earth ; 

If shocks from within 

Do not scatter the land itself ; 

If the ocean from ite blue solitude 

Does not rise up over 

The brows of all living things, 

I will meet my clansmen.” 
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cess. Over a dozen young ladies worked in- 
dustriously from three until five, and great 
was the excitement when Mr. Woodruff and Mr. 
Price arrived to judge the needlework and 
award the prizes. Of course I prom'‘sed I 
would not tell who received them out of con- 
sideration to the poor ‘* Booby,” but will leave 
you to guess. Among those present were: 
Mrs, Alfred Woodruff, Miss Ross, Miss Rykert, 
Miss Atkinson, Miss King, Miss Bate, the 
Misses Larkin, Miss Pessie Clark and the 
Misses Mack. 

Miss Bessie McLaren entertained the mem- 
bers of the Fortnightly Club on Wednesday 
afternoon, March 22, CHAT, 


Hamilton. 

Mrs. Markscheffel of Toledo is the guest of 
Mrs. Wanzer. 

Mrs, J. D, Hay of Toronto was in town last 
week 

Misses B. O'Reilly and Edith Ramsay have 
returned from Toronto, 

Miss Clark of Sarnia is the guest of Mrs. 
Rankin of Homewood avenue, 

Mrs. F. Mackelcan is visiting in Kingston. 

Messrs. Richard Martin and F. R. Smith 
have returned from their trip to the sunny 
South. 

Miss Eva Watson, who has been in Toronto 
for the last month, is home again. 

Miss Sinford and her father, Senator Sanford, 
left on a tour South. 

Judge and Mrs. Senkler of S*. Catharines 
were the guests of Mr. and Mra. Frank 
Malloch. 

Mrs. Gunn gave asmall evening last Satur- 
day for Miss Tiffany. Among those present 
were: Miss Ambrose, Miss Lucas, Miss Martin, 
Miss Barker, Miss Mason, Miss Pringle, and 
Miss Greentree. 

Miss Leggat’s whist party was quite a suc- 
cess, Among those present were : Miss Roach, 
Miss Lottridge, Miss Laing of Toronto, Miss 
Mills, Miss Gillies, Miss Watson, Miss Eva 
Watson, Miss Hobson, Miss Gartshore, the 
Misses Hendrie, Mrs. Archie Martin, Miss 
Chapman, Miss Harvey, Miss McDonald, and 
Miss Gartshore, and Messrs. Murray, Hendrie, 
Ferrier, Martin, Osborne, Gates, Gillespie, 
Gartshore, Dr. Rust and others. 

Mrs. Lottridge, Blackantan, gave aluncheon 
on Thursday, the tables being covered with pink 
surah puffed down the center with roses, 
Among those present were: Mrs. Kennedy, 
Mrs. H, Fuller, Mrs, Gibson, Mrs, Steele, Mrs. 
Chariton, Mrs. Beddoe, Mrs, Crerar, Mrs. Gart- 
shore, Miss Louie Brown, and Miss Grant. 
Miss Maud Lottridge assisted her mother. 

The first wedding of the season took place on 
Wednesday of last week, when Miss Mac 
Donald and Mr. Randolph Rush of Trinidad 
were made one. Mrs, MacDonald, the mother 


Out of Town. 


Belleville 
LD Orchard, the delight- 
fal residence of Mr, 
David Price, was 
prettily decorated en 
Friday of last week, 
when Miss Price enter- 
tained a large number of 
friends from four to 
seven. The house 
was decorated 
most artistically 
with banks of 
flowers and ferns, 
whilesoftly shaded 
lamps shed a de- 
lightful radiance 
on the throngs of 
youthful faces 
which ~ crowded 
Miss Price's draw- 
ing-rooms. Mrs, 
Price wore a hand- 
some gown of black 
silk with lace and 
jet trimmings. 
Miss P.ice was 
daintily gowned in 
cream with lace 
and flower trimmings. Among those pres- 
ent were: Trenton: Mrs. Wilson, Mrs. Molson, 
Mr. and the Misses Evans, Mrs. and Miss 
Armstrong, Miss Hawley and Miss Whittier ; 
Campbellford: Mrs. and Miss Mallony ; Belle- 
ville : Mrs, Rob‘, Caldwell, Miss Phippen, Miss 
Graham, Miss Clarke, Miss Clute, Miss 
Falkiner, Mrs. Daw, Mrs, 1. S. Clarke, Miss 
Starling, the Misses Stinson, Miss Haines, 
Miss Hawthorne, Mrs. Benmore, Mrs. Landers, 
Miss Thompson, Miss Ella Lingham, Miss Car- 
mia, Miss Foster, Mrs, Edgar Foster, Miss 
May Clarke, Miss Booth, Miss Minnie Jones, 
Misses Clara and Annie Wallbridge, Miss 
Walker, the Misses Wilson, Mrs Jas. Caldwell, 
Miss Holton, Miss Yeomans, Miss Black- 
well of Lindsay, Miss Stanton, Miss 
Hamilton, Miss Frost, Mrs. and Miss 
Brignall, Miss Moynes, Miss Kathleen Bell, 
Mrs. W. Jones, Misses Keown and 
Brewer of Tacoma, Misses Ada and Stella 
Taylor, Miss Patterson of Texas, Mrs. Albert 
Campion, Miss Hulme, the Misses Cvleman, 
Miss Maybee, Mrs. Geo. Thompson, Mrs. W. E. 
Thompson, Mrs. Pole, Mrs, and Miss Denmark, 
Miss Hogg, Miss Buck, Mrs, Templeton, Mrs. 
D2an, Miss Watson, Miss McLean, the Misses 
Davy, Miss Hunter, Mrs. Flower, Mrs. Chas. 
Rid, Mrs. Fred Lingham, Miss Lingham, Mrs. 
(Dr.) Farley, and Mrs. (Dr.) Peters. 
Miss Stella Appleby, who has just returned 
from Mount Pleasant, Mich., entertained a few 
































a brief visit to his father, Postmaster Jaffray, 
this week. 


friends on Thursday eveniog with cards and 
dancing. 


entertained a large company of friends at 
dinner on Thursday eveniog of last week at 
Dunbarton Hall. Their spacious residence was 
artistically decorate] for the occas'on and dur- 
ing the evening presented a gay and picturesque 
scene, The extensive conservatory was illu- 
minated with Chinese lanterns, which threw a 
soft and fascinating shade over the rare and 
fragrant flowers. The Mayorand Mrs, Burnham 
were assisted in receiving their guests by their 
charming daughter, Miss Frona Burnham. 
Mrs. Burnham wore a rich gown of black velvet 
and old gold, and Miss Burnham looked lovely 
attired in a pretty gown of cameleon silk, 
Among the numerous guests we noticed: His 
Honor Judge Benson and Mrs. Benson, Mr, 
and Mrs. Hosford, Mr. and Mrs. Renwick, Mr. 
and Mrs. S. S. Smith, Col. Benson, Mr. and 
Mrs. Furby, Mrs. Henshaw, Mr. John Smart, 
Dr. and Mrs, Powers and many others. Mrs. 
Benson wore black satin en fraine with pearl 
ornaments ; Mrs. Renwick, gray silk and black 
lace; Mrs. Hosford, black satin en traine; 
Mrs, S. S. Smith, old gold bengaline; Mrs. 
Farby, black silk ; and Mrs, Powers, black silk 
and lace. The dinner was perfect in every 
detail and served in that style which char- 
acterizes Mrs. Burnham’s entertainments. The 
guests greatly enjoyed the occasion. 
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and aid as patronesses: Mra. D.S, Bowlby, 
‘Mrs, Jas. Gibson, Mrs. J. Hespeler, Mrs. H. 
Kranz, Mrs. H. G. Lackner, Mrs. M. Mylins, 
Mrs. W. Roos, Mrs. J. E. Seagram, Mra. W. 
R. Travers, Mrs. J. H. Webb. Mr. Edwin 
Huber is hon. secretary and Dr. Herbert 
Bowlby, treasurer. 

Mrs, H. J. Bowman is visiting friends in 
Toronto and Hamiiton, 

Mrs. G. M. Wedd of Parkhill and Miss 
Brotherhood of Stratford are the guests of Mrs. 
John Fennell. 

Miss King is visiting her brother, Mr. W. C. 
J. King, manager of the Bank of Commerce. 

Mrs, Thos, Workman of O:tawa is spending 
a few weeks with her mother, Mrs, Van Camp. 

Mrs. C. E. Hoffman has gone to Toronto for 
a three weeks’ visit, 

Rev. John Downie of Watford was in town 
on Tuesday. 

Mrs. Rogers of Cayuga spent a short time 
with Mrs, T. Turnbull, 

Mr. R. M. Jaffray of the Chicago Referee paid 













































NEW 
SPRING 
CARPETS 


Elegant new designs with rich colorings are still continuing 


SEASON, 18093. 


to arrive daily. No expense has been spared to make our 
stock the MOST ATTRACTIVE and to put the BEST 
VALUES possible before the public this spring. 

The LARGEST and BEST LIGHTED STORE in 
which to select carpets in Canada. 

A'l carpets cut and made on the premises by our own 


workmen, under our own supervision. 


FOSTER& PENDER 


14 and 16 KING STREET EAST 
INSPECTION INVITED 


Mes. John Hoffman entertained a number of 


CECILIA, 


Port Hope. 
His Worship the Mayor and Mrs, Burnham 
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LATEST FAD 
IN ART FURNITURE 








Price, $13.75 


FRANCIS, 


St. Thomas. 
Very pleased we all are tosee Mrs. A. Erma- 


friends on Tuesday evening. 

Owing to Miss Price’s large At Home on 
Friday afternoon there was not as large an at- 
tendance at Mrs. Caldwell’s reunion as there 
otherwise would have been. 

On Thursday evening Miss Ida Starling en- 
tertained the Young Ladies’ Pedro Club at her 
residence on Queen street. With a gracious 
hostess, delightful playing, excellent music and 
a dainty collation the time passed all too 
quickly for the happy guests. Among those 
present were: Misses Davy, Wilson, Pierson, 
Wallbridge, Elliott, and Messrs. McCaulay, 
Roberts, Wallbridge, Thomas, and D«. McColl. 

Miss Stinson has returned home after a two 
months’ visit with Miss Jean White of Wood- 
stock. 

Mrs. Pattullo and Mrs. Casey of Wood- 
stock are the guests of their brother, Mr. W. 
H. Biggar, M.P. 

Mrs. Harry Corby, wife of our popular mem- 
ber of Parliament, attended the At Home of 
Knox College,‘Toronto. 

Miss Charlotte Hawthorne gave a small but 
pretty card party on Wednesday evening. 

Mr. Nevin Doyle, one of Canada’s most de- 
lizhtful poets, gave two solos at St. Patrick's 
concert, which fully maintained his reputation 
as Belleville’s finest baritone. 

At the Sons of England concert on Friday 
eveuing Messrs. Hulme and Fairman rendered 
national solos in their usual happy styles, 
while Master Stanley Tammadge sang Sweet 
Nellie Bawn in a way which was simply re- 
markab'e for one of his tender years. 

The many friends of Mr. Arthur Porter will 
regret to hear of his early departure from our 
city to Brockville, where he will manage Mr. 
Gough's large clothing store. Betsey. 


St. Catharines 


I have been told to announce that the Fort- 
nightly Club intend yiving an entertainment 
in aid of the Tennis Club on Thursday evening, 
Aoril 13 One of the principal features will bo 
a tambourine drill in costume. This promises 
to be one of the prettiest sights ever seen in 
our city. Our well known amateur actors, 
Miss Margaret Larkin, Miss Mack, and 
Messrs. Groves, Coy and Albany Moore take 
prominent parts in the pretty farce, In Cupid’s 
Camp. This programme, with the addition of 
a few solos, tableaux and recitations, will end 
with a scene from the favorite opera Ermine, 
also in costume. We have no fears but that 
the entertainment will be a grand success. 

The Misses Mack gave an informal afternoon 
tea to the members of the FortnightlyjCiub on 
Wednesday, March 8. 

A very pleasant afternoon tea was given by 
Miss Edith Burson on Thursday, March 9. 
Miss Coy, Miss Fenton of Cleveland, Miss Bate, 
Miss Nay, Miss Holmes, Miss McLaren, Miss 
McGuire, Miss Neelon, Miss King, the Misses 
Mack, Miss M. Larkin, Miss L. McCallum, Miss 
C. Chaplin and Miss Macgregor were among 
those present. 

Mrs. J. P. Merritt entertained a few friends 
on Friday afternoon, March 10. A few present 
were: Mr. and Mes. H. G.‘gWilliams, Miss 
Laing of Toronto, Mrs, H. Ingersol!, Mrs. 
Hamilton M:>rritt, Mr. and Mrs. Piatt, Miss 
Nay, Mra. T. R Merritt, Miss Bonson, Mr, G. 
McClean, Mr, Stuart, Mrs. Armitage, Miss M. 
Souter of Toronto, the Misses Mack, Miss 
Florence Ingersoll and others. 

Mrs, Armitage gave a very enjoyable ‘small 
and early” on Thursday evening, March 9, for 
her friend, Miss Magaie Souter,¢a fair visitor 
frora Toronto. 

Miss Maggie Ross is the guest of Mrs. Alfred 
Woodruff of King street. 

Mrs. Welland Woodruff’s thimble party on 
Tuesday afternoon, March 14, was a great suc 





of the bride, wore a gown of black silk and 


which were much admired ; Mrs. Walter Mac- 
Donald wore black silk; Mrs. Gibson’s sown 
was of mordore brown whipcord silk with lace ; 
Miss Ethel Ambrose was beautiful in black 
with a picture hat of white roses; Mrs. Leggat 
wore black velvet and silk, and Mrs, Hendrie 
looked wellina striped silk with mauve cape. 
Mrs. Malloch gave a reception on Monday for 
Miss McD nali, about one hundred being 
present. Rex. 


Stratford 

One of the most delightful At Homes of the 
season was given at the hospitable residence 
of Mr. Tyndall Dufton on Thursday evening of 
last week. The whole of that beautifully 
decorated and superbly furnished house was 
thrown open for the entertainment of the 
guests, and atter the usual preliminaries of 
society gossip and exchanging of compliments 
were over, separate rooms were set apart for 
different games. One might go to one room 
and play euchre,toanother and ance; toanother 
where progressive euchre held the fort, and still 
others where one might pass a few pleasant 
moments in conversation and indulgein the en- 
tire list of harmless amusements that go to help 
pas3 an enjoyable evening. The following is 
a list of the honored: Ex-Mayor and Mrs. 
Brown, Mr. and Mrs. R. Bert Smith, Mr. 
and Mrs. H. J. Powell, Dr. and Mrs. Ahrens, 
Mr, and Mrs. W. J. Ferguson, Mr. and Mrs. W. 
A. Moore, Dr. and Mrs. J. P. Rankin, Mr. and 
Mrs, Joseph Orr, Mr. and Mrs. Ledley, Dr. and 
Mrs. Ellis, Mr. and Mrs. A. H. Alexander, Mr, 
and Mrs. Scarff, Mr. and Mrs, J. L. Bradshaw, 
Mr. and Mrs. W. S. Dingman, Mr. and Mrs, 
Geo. Dufton, Mr. and Mrs. John Neill, Mrs, 
Struthers, and Misses Shannon, Ray Prit- 
chard, M. Phillips, Jessie Brown, Mary Craib, 
Alice Snith, Clara Smith, Minnie I. Mills, 
Agnes Anderson, Dolla Jones, Aggie Harvey, 
Jean Fraser, Murray, Belle McKnight, 
Lavra McDonald, Maggie McDowell, Bean, 
and Gilpin of St Mary’s, and Messrs. E. B. 
Hawke, George Kay, Harry Orr, Lewis Will- 
son, R M. Cassell, L. H. Dingman, A. M. Kay, 
J. Hossic, P. McIntosh, and Hamis of St. 


Mary's. 








Berlin 


Mrs. J. Hespeler entertained a few friends 
very pleasantly last Wednesday evening. 
Amorg those invited were: Dr. Herbert 
Bowlby, Mra. Bowlby, Miss Grace Bowlby, Mr. 
and Mrs. C. E. Hoffman, Miss Bella King, 
Miss Florence Roos, Miss Seagram, Miss 
B-eithaupt, and Miss Troop, and Messrs, E. 
Carl Breithaupt, George Randall, Wand, Lay, 
and Coulson. 

Mrs. W. C. J. King gave another of her 
enjoyable At Homes on Thursday evening. 
Among those invited were: Mr. ead Mrs. John 
Fennell, the Misses Fennel, Mr. and Mrs, N. 
McKay, Mr. and Mrs. Pearce, Miss Pearce, Mr. 
and Mes. C. E. Hoffman, D:. and Mrs. McAr 
thur, Mr. and Mrs. Van Camp, and Miss Pear- 
son, and Messrs, Wand, Hemierson, Woods, 
and others. 

On Friday evening last, Mrs. C. E Hoffman 
gavea card party for Miss Troop of Halifax. 
Those invited were : Mr, and Mra, J, Hespele’, 
Mr. and Mrs. Alexander Milla, De. Herbert 
Bowlby, Miss Bowlby, Miss Olive Hoffman, 
Miss Seagram, Miss Clay Simpson, Miss Troop, 
Miss S anley, and Miss Breithaupt, and 
Mess‘s. Carl Breithaupt, Adolph Mueller, 
Milne, F. G. Millar, G. M. Rose, and Wand. 

Great preparations are being made for the 
Bachelors’ Ball to be held on April 7. It pro- 
mises to be a splendid affair. The following 
ladies have consented to lend their presenc> 






carried a beautiful bouquet of violets, The 
Misses MacDonald wore smart tweed gowns 














tinger home and looking more like herself 
again. We hope her trip east was an enjoyable 
one, 

Mr. Atherton, formerly of the Ideal Manu- 
facturing Company here, has just returned 
from a three months’ trip to England, and looks 
hearty enough after his sea voyage. We re- 
gret, however, his contemplated move to the 
Western States, for we will miss him very 
much in social circles, 

We have had two hockey matches since I 
last wrote you, entitled Banks v. City. Each 
side won one match, and we are anxious for 
more ice to decide the supremacy. Banks— 
Macdonald, Arkell, Mann, Read, Forbes, Wel- 
don, Vandusen. City—W. Belcher, R. Belcher, 
Woodward, Hoskin, Burns, Price, Packenton. 

Marshall P. Wilder, the humorist, was 
here recently under the auspices. of 
the Knights of Pythias, an _ institution 
that deserves to gain in membership, 
being organized on a solid basis, with good 
officers. The entertainment of Mr. Wilder 
himself was very good, asalso was the bell- 
ringing by Miss Woolsey. I did not care much 
for the rest. 

Mr. J.S. Robertson gave a very enjoyable 
whist and smoke the other evening, and we 
had a jolly time. The bast players were there, 
and, I noticed particularly, always agreed upon 
how each hand should have b2en played, with 
the customary ‘“‘if” thrown in. Messrs, Glenn, 
McLean, Brierley, Stewart, Lockwood, Doherty, 
Skinner, and others were present, 

Pinafore is to be given early next month and 
you may dep2nd upon its being good. Mr. J. 
H. Jones, organist of Trinity church, is known 
all over the province for his musical ability, and 
it will bs under his direction. 

The Rectory of Trinity church is to be soon 
demolished, and a handsome residence built 
for the present incumbent, Rev. Canon Hill. 
It is time this was done. 

I had one of the _ best literary treats 
exgerienced for years the other day, 
in going to hear Z. I. Sweeney, late 
United States Consul General at Con- 
stantinople, in his lecture, Going up to 
Jerusalem. His vivid picturing of the Atlantic 
trip, the historical scenes in the older coun- 
tries, coupled with a grand peroration of 
fifteen minutes, made all present regret its 
termination. He comes ofa very clever family, 
one of his brothers being a very noted writer. 
The Disciples’ Church management are to be 
congratulated on giving those present a chance 
to hear so polished an orator. 

Children’s parties are taking the place of some 
of the more vicious forms of amusements dur- 
ing this season of the year, and we have to re- 
cord that Mrs. McAdam had a very nice pina- 
fore tea the other afternoon from four to six. 

Lent does not prevent afternoon teas from 
being held. Mrs, Geo. T. Claris had a very 
pleasant one the other afternoon, at which 
there were no men. How fortunate ! 

Tommy, 

















The above shows our celebrated LADIES’ TOILET TABLE. 
It is of Rosewood, polished finish, handsome fluted legs and brass feet 
with British bevel mirror. We are selling at the very low price of 


613.75 


You are cordially invited to inspect this the best value ever offered 
in Furniture in Canada. 


Toronto Furniture Supply Co. 


66 KING STREET WEST 
(NEXT MAIL BUILDING) 





into thin slices 
You cannot with an ordinary knife. 
But with the wonderful 


Christy Bread Knife 


it is easier than cutting stale bread with any other knife. 
ea | Every house-keeper knows the difficulty 


An Efficient Officer. 
Scene: A Northern Town, Inquisitive 
Stranger (to constable) —I understand that the 


measies broke out here recently. 
Constable (proudly) —Yes; but our head con- 


stab!e caught ‘em. 








Can you cut new bread _ really,new, 





—— 





of securing a serviceable bread knife. 
When bread is newly bakei—still warm 
and soft—the ordinary bread knife will not 
cutitatall. The Christy Bread Knife will 
eut new bread in as thin slices as stale 
bread can be cut, 


Why She Loved Them. 
“IT loves my enemies,” said little Anne, 
‘* They ees me a chance to say such horrid 
things about ‘em. 








Our Knives are put up in sets containing 
BREAD, CAKE and PARING KNIVES, 
; : Made of Finest (Triple-plated) Steel. 
The SET OF THREE KNIVES sent (postpaid) for ONE DOLLAR. 
CHRISTY KNIFE COMPANY, 30 WELLINGTON ST. EAST, TORONTO. 


LIVE AGENTS WANTED IN EVERY TOWN 


A Sufferer. 

Visitor (in New York hospital)— What is that 
man taking on so for? He must be in terrible 
pain. Is he going to die? 

Nurse—No, indeed. He is one of the surgeons 
suffering from a slight headache, 






































































































6 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 








All Along the River 


By MISS M. 


Author of “ Lady Audley’s Secret,” “‘ The Venetians, or All in Honor,” “ Aurora Floyd,” 
“* The Cloven Foot,” ‘‘ Dead Men’s Shoes,” ‘* Just As I Am,” ‘* Taken at the Flood,” 


“* Phantom Fortune,” * Like and U7 


CHAPTER X.—ConrTINUED. 

“or THE WEAK MY HEART IS WEAKEST.” 

Three nights afterwards she was lying calm 
asachild. The raging fever had gone down— 
the enfeebled constitution had at last answered 
to the influence of medicine; and gradually, 
like the slow lifting of the darkness after a 
long night of cloud and fog, reason and con- 
sciousness came back. Sleep soothed the 
strained and weary nerves, while the exhausted 
frame, which a few days before had seemed 
endowed with a superhuman strength, lay like 
a rag upon the bed of sickness. 

Recovery was slow, but there was no relapse. 


Slow and gradual as the dawning of dayto the} capital nurse—one ot those excellent cow- 
tired watcher, after the long, blank night, there | women, who were specially created to rear 
came the dawn of maternal love. The young | other people's babies ; and he has a doctor who 


mother began to take delight in her child ; and 
it was rapture to Martin Disney to see her sit- 


ting under the tulip tree, in the low Madeira | 2504 looks, or else twenty years hence you will 


chair, with her baby in her lap. Allegra vied 
with her in devotion to that over-praised infant, 
while the Shah and Tim, sympathizing for the 
first time in their lives, were almost rabid with 
jealousy. 

They all lived in the garden in that happy 
summer season, as they had done the year be- 
fore, when Allegra first came among them. It 
was in the garden they received their visitors, 
and it was there that Mr. Colfoxcame at least 
thrice a week, upon the flimsiest pretexts of 


parish business, to drink tea poured out for! pont husband, and who never seems quite 


him by Allegra’s helpful hands, while Isola sat 
quietly by, listening to their talk, with her 
baby in her lap. 

Allegra had taken kindly to parish work, 
and in Mr. Colfox's own phraseology was a 
tower of strength to him in his labors among 
the poor of Trelasco. She had started a series 
of mothers’ meetings in the winter afternoons, 
and had read to the women and girls while 
they worked, helping them a good deal with 
their work into the bargain. She had done 
wonders at penny readings, singing, reciting, 
drawing lightning caricatures of local celebri- 
ties with a bit of chalk upon a black-board, 
Her portrait of Vansittart Crowther had been 
applauded to the echo, although it was nota 
flattering portrait. She had visited the sick, 
she had taught inthe nightschool. The curate 
had been enthusiastic in his praise of her, to 
the scorn of the two Misses Crowther, each of 
whom at different periods had taken up these 
good works, only to drop them again after the 
briefest effort. 

‘* She will get tired as soon as we did,” said 
Alicia, ‘“‘ when she finds out how hopeless and 
impossible these creatures are—unless she has 
an ulterior motive.” 

** What ulterior motive should she have?” 
asked Colfox bluntly. 

“ Who can tell? She may want to get her- 
self talked about. As Miss Leland, of the 
Angler's Nest, a sort of useful companion to 
her brother's wife, she is nobody. If she can 
get a reputation for piety and philanthropy, 
that will be better than nothing. Or she may 
be only angling for a husband.” 

‘* If you knew her as well as I do you would 
know that she is above ail such trivial and self. 
seeking motives, and that she is good to these 
people because her heart has gone out to 
them.” 

** Ah, but you see we dont know her. Her 
brother has chosen to hold himself aloof from 
Glenaveril ; and I am very giad that he has 
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within a radius of ten miles.” 

‘Don’t talk about trying to shut it off, man,” 
said Mr, Crowther arrogantly. ‘If I choose to 
lock the gates to-morrow I shall do it, and ask 
nobody's leave. The wood’s my wood, and 
there’sno clause in my title deeds as to any 
right of way through it; and I don’t see why I 
am to have my hazel bushes pulled about, and 
nfy chestnut trees damaged by a pack of idle 
boys, under the pretense of church going. There 
is the Queen’s highway for ’em— —— 'em,” 
cried Mr. Crowther, growing more insolent, as 
he gulped his fifth glass of Sandemann, “If 
that ain’t good enough, let ’em go to the 
Ranters’ Chapel at the other end of the village.” 

**T thought you were a staunch Conservative, 
Mr. Crowther, and an upholder of Church and 
State,” said Mr. Colfox, ‘‘ and can I believe my 
ears when I hear you advocating the Ranters’ 
Chapel ?” 

“It's good enough for such rabble as that, 
sir. §What does it matter where they go?” 

**Prosecute the boys, if you like,” said the 
doctor, ** though I doubt if you'll get a magis- 
trate to impose more than a nominal fine for 
the offence of taking a handful of nutsin a 
wood that has been open ever since I began to 
walk, and heaven knows how many years be- 
fore ; but let the old gaffers and goodies creep 
to church by the shortest path that can take 
them there. They'll have to travel by the 
Queen's highway later, when they go to the 
churchyard—but then they'll be carried. Don’t 
interfere with the privileges of the poor, Mr. 
Crowther. No one ever did that yet and went 
scot free. There’s always somebody to take 
up the cudgels for them.” 

“I don’t care a doit for anybody's cudgels, 
Baynham. I shall have a look at my title 
deeds to-morrow, and if there’s nothing specific 
about the right of way you'll find the gates 
locked next Sunday morning.” 

Sunday morning came, and the gates at each 
end of the old footpath were open, and nothing 
had come of Mr. Crowther’s threat. The gates 
had stood open so long, and were so old and 
rotten, their lower timbers embedded in the 
soft, oozy soil, so entangled and overgrown 
with foxglove and fern, so encrusted with moss 
and lichen, that it is doubtful if anybody could 
have closed them. They seemed as much rooted 
in the ground as the great brown fir trunks 
which rose in rugged majesty beside them. 


E. BRADDON 



























































alike,” ** Weavers and Weft,” Etc., Etc. 


language, and true love spoke to him in every 
word and tone of his wife's, 

The child was such a bond between them, 
Both lives were seemingly bound and en- 
twined about this fragile life of Isola’s first- 
born. Mr. Baynham had no reason now to 
complain of his patient’s want of the maternal 
instinct. He had rather to expostulate and to 
restrain herin her devotion to thechild. He 
had to reprove her for sleepless nights and 
morbid anxieties. 

““Do you think your baby will grow any the 
faster or stronger for your lying awake half the 
night worrying yourself about him?” said the 
doctor, with his cheery bluntness, ‘‘ He hasa 


is not quite a fool about infant maladies. Read 
your novels, Mrs, Disney, and keep up your 


hear your son apologizing for his mother’s 
looking so much older than her age.” 

After giving his patient this advice, Mr. 
Baynham told his wife, in confidence, that 
were anything to happen to the little one 
Isola Disney would go off her head. 

‘I’m afraid she is sadly hysterical,” replied 
Mrs. Baynham. ‘‘lam very fond of her, you 
know, Tom; but I have never been able to 
understand her. I can’t make out a young 
woman who has a pretty house and an indul- 


happy.” 

‘“*Every woman can’t have your genial dis- 
position, Belle,” answered the doctor admir- 
ingly. ‘Unbroken sunshine 1s the rarest 
thing in nature.” 


The early western harvest had been gathered 
in ; upland and valley in that undulating land 
were clothed with the dull, tawny hue of the 
stubble. Here and there the plough horses 
were moving slowly along the red ridges on 
the steep hillside. No touch of frost had 
spoilt the rich hue of the autumnal flowers, 
and the red carnations still glowed in every 
garden, while the pale pink trusses of the 
hydrangea bloonis filled all the shrubberies 
with beauty. A keener breath came up at 
eventide from the salt sea beyond Point Nep- 
tune, and wilder winds crept across the inland 
valleys with the on-coming of night. Summer 
and the swallows were gone. October, a balmy 
season for the most part, was at hand; and 
there were no more tea drinkings and after- 
noon gossipings at the Angler's Nest. The 
lamps were lighted before dinner. The even- 
ings were spent in the old library and the new 
drawing-room, the new room communicating 
with the old one by a curtained archway, so 
that ofa night the curtains could be drawn 
back and Martin Disney could sit among his 
books by the fire-place in the library and yet 
b3 within conversational reach of Isola and 
Allegra in the drawing-room, where they had 
piano and tableeasel, work-baskets, and 
occupations of all kinds. 


Mr. Colfox sometimes dropped in of an even- 
ing, on parish business, of course, took a cup of 
coffee, listened while Allegra played one of 
Mozart's sonatas or sang a song by Gluck, or 
Haydn, or Handel. Mr. Colfox was not one of 
the advanced people who despised Mozart or 
Handel. Nor did he look down upon Haydn. 
Indeed, he sat and stroked his thin legs with a 





CHAPTER XI. 
WHERE THE COLD SEA WAVES, 

In the keen, fresh October afternoons, there 
was no walk Allegra loved better than the 
walk to Neptune Point, and higher up by 
winding footpaths to the Rashleigh Mauso- 
leum, fit*ing sepulchre for a race born and bred 
within reach of the salt sea foam; a stately 
tomb perched on a rocky pinnacle at the end of 
a promontory, like a sea bird’s nest overhanging 
the waves. Allegra was in raptures with that 
strange resting-place. 

“I like it ever so much better than your 
Cockneyfied flower-garden cemetery,” she ex- 
claimed. ‘‘ Think how grand it must be to lie 
forever within the sound of the sea — the 
terrific, inscrutable sea, whose anger means 
death—the calm, summer sea, whose waves 
come dancing up the sands, singing sweet 
lullabies. I wonder whether the Rashleighs 
would let me have a little grave of my own 
somewhere among these crags and hillocks— 
a modest little grave, hidden under wild 
foliage, which nobody would ever notice ? Only 
I should hear the sea just the same.” 

‘Oh, Allegra, how can you talk so lightly of 
death?” said Isola, shocked at this levity, 
“To me it is always dreadful to think of it— 
and yet it must come.” 

** Poor child,” said Allegra, with infinite pity 
putting her arm around her sister-in-law's 
slighter figure as they stood by the railing of 
the mausoleum, in the loneliness of an October 
sunset, 

The sun had just gone down, veiled in 
autumnal haze, and behind the long ridge of 



































































waters beyond the Dodman there glowed the 
deep crimson of the western sky. Eastward 
above the Polruan hills the full moon moved 
slowly upward, amidst dark masses of cloud 
which melted and rolled away before her on- 
coming, till all the sky became of one dark 
azure. The two girls went down the bill in 
silence, Allegra holding Isola’s arm, linked 
with herown, steadying those weaker foot- 
steps with the strength of her own firm move- 
ments. The difference between the two in 
physical force was no iets marked than the 


done so—for more than one reason.” sheepish appreciation, wrinkling up his loose 

‘“* If any of your reasons concern Miss Leland | trowsers, and showing a large ameunt of 
you are very much mistaken in under-rating | wrinkled cotton stocking, while Allegra sang 
her. You could not have had a more delight- | My Mother Bids me Bind my Hair, in her 
ful companion,” said Mr. Colfox, with some | clear, strong soprano, which was of infinite use 
warmth. to him in his choir. 

‘* Oh, we all know that you have exalted her| He told everybody that Martin Disney’s was 
into a heroine—a St. John’s Wood St. Helena, | an ideal household—a home into which it was a 
But she is a little too unconventional for my | privilege to be admitted. 
taste ; though I certainly would rather be| ‘I feel as if I never knew the beauty cf 
intimate with her than with her sister-in law.” | domestic life till I knew the Angler's Nest,” he 

‘Surely you have no fault to find with that said one evening after dinner at Glenaveril, 
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most gentle creature ? 


‘** She is just a little too gentle for my taste,” | 


replied Alicia, who usually took upon herself 
all expression of opinion, while Belinda fanned 
herself languidly, in an #sthetic attitude, feel- 
ing that her chief mission in this life was to sit 


still and look like la belle dame saus mercie. | 
** She is just as much too quiet as Miss Leland | Crowther?” asked the curate coldly. 


is too boisterous. I never liked pensive young | 
women who cast down their eyelids at the 
slightest provocation, and are only animated | 
when they are flirting.” 

‘**The tongue is a little member,’” quoted | 
Mr. Colfox, taking up his hat and holding out | 
his hand in adieu. | 

He was very unceremonious to these fair | 
young parishioners of his, and talked to them | 
as freely as if he had been an old French Abbe | 
in acountry village. It is needless to say that 
they valued his opinion so much the more be. | 
cause he was so entirely unaffected by their 
wealth ortheir good looks, They were natur- | 
ally aggrieved at his marked admiration for | 
Miss Leland. | 

Those ripe months of harvest and vintage, 
July, August and September, passed like a 
blissful dream for Martin Disney. He had | 
snatched his darling from the jaws of Death. | 
He had her once more—fair to look upon, with 
sweet, smiling mouth and pensive eyes; and | 
she was so tender and so loving to him, in fond | 
gratitude for his devotion during her long 
malady, so seemingly happy in their mutual 
love fortheir child, that he forgot all those 
aching fears which had gnawed his heart while 
he sat by her pillow through the long, anxious | 
pights—forgot that he had ever doubted her, or 
remembered his doubts only to laugh at him- 
self as a morbid, jealous foo). Could he doubt 
her, who was candor and innocence personi 
fled? Could he think for an instant that all 
those sweet, loving ways and looks of hers 
which beautified his commonplace existenca, 
were so much acting—and that her heart was 
not hig? No! True love has an unmistakable 





| path. I wouldn't try to shut those gates if I 


where he and the village doctor had been tak 
ing what the proud possessor of a seventy- 
guinea cook called pot luck. 

** Really now,” said Mr, Crowther, “ you sur- 
prise me, forI have always fancied there was a 
| screw loose there.” 

‘“What does that expression imply, Mr. 


‘*Oh, I don’t know, nothing specific; only 
one’s notion of an ideal home doesn't generally 
take the shape of a beautiful girl of twenty 
married to a man of forty. The disparity is 
just twice as much as it ought to be.” 

** [pon my soul,” replied the curate, ‘I don’t 
believe that wedded love is affected by any dif. 
ference of years. Desdemona loved Othello, 
who was a man of mature age ——” 

“* And black,” interrupted Mr. Crowther with 
acoarse laugh. ‘ Well, let us be thankful that 
Colonel Disney is not a nigger, and that there 
is so much the less danger of a burst up at the 
Angler's Nest. And now, Baynham, with re- 
gard to this footpath across the wood—who 
the deuce will be injured if I shut it up?” 

‘*A good many people, and the people I think 
you would least like to injure,” answered the 
doctor sturdily. ‘Old people, and feeble, ail. 
ing people, who find the walk tochurch quite 
far enougk even with the help of that short 
cut,” 

“Short eut be hanged !" cried Mr, Crowther, 
helping himself to a bumper of port, and pass- 
ing on the decanter with hospitable emphasis, 
“It can't make a difference of a bundred yards.” 

“It does make a difference of over a quarter 
of a mile— and the proof is that everybody uses 
it, and that it goes by the name of the Church 


were you, Mr, Crowther. You area popular 
man in the parish, for you, well, you have 
spent a heap of money in the place, and you 
subscribe liberally to all our charities and what 
not ; but, I don’t mind telling you, if you were 
to try and shut off that old footpath across your 
wood you'd be about the most unpopular man 














so much weaker than herself, 


sight?” 


It wasa long, narrow vessel, with all her 
canvas spread, gleaming with a silvery white- 


ness in the moonlight. Slowly and with ma- 
jestic motion she came sailing towards Nep- 


was only the lightest wind, and the waves 
were breaking gently on the rocks at the base 
of the promontory—a night as calm and fair as 
June, 

** Look,” repeated Allegra, ‘‘isn’t she lovely, 
like a fairy boat? Whose yacht can she be, I 
wonder? She looks like a racer, doesn’t she?” 

Isola did not answer. She had seen such a 
yacht three years age ; had seen such a long, 
narrow hull lying inthe harbor under repairs ; 
had seen the same craft sailing out to Meva- 
giesey ona trial trip in the wintry sunlight. 
Doubtless there were many yachts in this 
world of just the same build and character. 

They stood at an angle of the hill-path look- 
ing up the river, and saw the yacht take in her 
canvas as she came into the haven under the 
hill, that sheltered harbor, with its two 
rivers cleaving the hills asunder, one winding 
away to the right towards Lerrin, the other to 
the left towards Trelasco and Lostwithiel. It 
looked so perfect a place of shelter, so utterly 


difference in their mental characteristics, and 
Allegra’s love for her sister in-law was tem- 
pered with a tender compassion for something 









‘“* Poor child,” she repeated, as they moved 
slowly downward on the steep, narrow path, 
**and do you really shudder at the thought of 
death? Idon’t. I have only a vast curiosity, 
Do you remember that definition of Sir Thomas 
Browne’s which Martin read to us once— 
‘Death is the Lucina of life.’ Death only 
opens the door of the hidden worlds which are 
waiting for all of us to discover. I love to 
dream about the infinite possibilities of the 
future—just as a boy might dream of the time 
when he should become a man. Look, look, 
Isa, there's ayacht coming in. Isn’t it a lovely 


tune Point and the mouth of the harbor. There 


TOO HIGHLY OF TH 






Annual Sales Exceed 
For Samples sent Free, write to C. 





safe from tempest or foul weather; and yet 
there were seasons when the wild sea winds 
came sweeping up the deep valleys, and all the 
storms of the Atlantic seemed at play in that 
narrow gorge. To-night the atmosphere was 
unusually calm, and Isola could hear the sailors 
singing at their work. 

Slowly, slowly the two young women went 
down the hill, Allegra full of speculation and 
wonderment about the unknown vessel, Isola 
curiously silent. As they neared the hotel a 
man landed from adingey, and came briskly 
up the slippery, hard causeway, a tall, slim 
figure in the vivid moonlight, loose-limbed, 
loosely clad, moving with easiest motion. 

Isola turned sick at the sight of him. She 
stopped, helplessly, hopelessly, and stood star- 
ing straight before her, watching him as he 
came nearer and nearer, nearer and nearer, 
like some awful figure in a nightmare dream, 
when the feet of the dreamer seem frozen to 
the ground, and flesh and blood seem changed 
to ice or lead. 

He came nearer, looked at them, and passed 
them by—passed as one who knew them not, 
and was but faintly curious about them. He 
passed and walked quickly up towards the 
Point, with the rapid swinging movements of 
one who was glad to tread the solid earth. 


at first that no one else could look so like him 


that tall, slender figure, and easy, buoyant 
walk. But the face she saw in the moonlight 
was not his, It was like, but not the same; 
darker, with larger features, a face of less deli- 


the eyes that had looked at her with that brief 
glance of casual inspection were to those other 
eyes that had poured their passionate story 
into her own that unforgotten night when she 
sat out the after-supper waltzes in the ante- 
room at the Talbot. She could not have be. 
lieved that any man living could so recall the 
man whose name she never spoke of her own 
free will. 

There were some sailors standing about at 
the top of the steep little bit of road leading 
down to the granite causeway, and their voices 
soanded fresh and clear in thestill evening, 
mixed with the rippling rush of the water as it 
came running up the stones. The moonlight 
shone full upon one of the men as he stood 
with his face towards the sea, and Isola read 
the name upon the front of his jersey. 

* Vendetta.” 

* Vendetta,” cried Allegra, quick to observe 
the name. ‘Why, is not that Lord Lost. 
withiel’s yacht?” 

** ‘Yes—I think so,” faltered Isola. 

“Then that must have been Lord Lostwithiel 
who passed us just now; and yet you would 
have known him, wouldn't you?” 

‘** That was not Lord Lostwithiel.” 

“A friend of his, I suppose; such a nice 
looking man, too. There was something so 
frank and cheery in his look as he just glanced 
at us both and marched briskly on. He did not 
pay us the compliment of seeming curious, I 
wonder who he is,” 

Isola was wondering about something else. 
She was looking with a frightened gaze across 
the harbor, towards that one spot in the long 
golden trail of the moonbeams where the Ven- 
detta cast her black shadow on the water. 
There were lamps gleaming brightly here and 
there upon the vesse!—a look of occupation. 

‘**Is Lord Lostwithiel on board his yacht?” 
Allegra asked of one of the sailors, not ashamed 
to appear inquisitive. 

‘*No, ma’am ; Mr. Hulbert is skipper.” 

** Who is Mr. Hulbert?” 

‘* His lordship’s brother.” 

‘Was that he who went up towards the 
Point just now ?”* 

‘* Yes, ma'am.” 

‘Is he going to stop here long, do you 
know?” 

“I don't think he knows himself, ma'am. 
It'll depend upon the weather most likely, If 
we get a fair wind we may be off to the Lizard 
at an hour’s notice, and away up north to the 
Hebrides.” 

** Doesn’t that seem inconsistent,” exclaimed 
Allegra as they walked homewards, ‘‘ What Is 
the good of coming to Cornwall if he wants to 
go to the Hebrides? It must be very much out 
of his way.” 

‘*He may want to see his old home, perhaps. 
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He was born at the Mount, you know.” 

“Indeed, I don’t know anything about him, 
but I want to know ever so much, I call it an 
interesting face,” 

She was full of animation during the home- 
ward walk. A stranger of any kind must needs 
be a God-send as affording a subject for con- 
versation, but sucha stranger as Lostwithiel's 
brother afforded a theme of strongest interest. 
Allegra had heard so much about Lord Lost- 
withiel and all his works and ways—the pity 
of it that he did not marry; the still greater 
pity that he did not liveat the Mount, and give 
shooting parties and spend money in the neigh- 
borhood. She had heard in a less exalted key 
of his lordship’s younger brother, who had 
fought under Beresford in Egypt, and who had 
only lately left the navy. What more natural 
than that such aman should sail his brother's 
yacht ? 

Captain Hulbert was still unmarried ; but no 
one talked about the pity of that. People took 
a materialistic politico-economical view of his 
case, and were unanimous in the opinion that 
he could not afford to marry, and that any 
aspiration in that line would be criminal on 
his part. There was anidea at Trelasco that 
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the younger sons of peers of moderate fortune 
have been specially designed by Providence to 
keep up the race of confirmed bachelors. There 
must be bachelors; the world cannot get on 
without them ; society requires them as a dis- 
tinct element in social existence, and it would 
ill become the oft-shoots of the peerage to 
shrink from fulfilling their destiny. 

Allegra was not the less curious about Cap- 
tain Hulbert, although his celebate mission 
had been frequently expounded to her. She 
was interested in him because she liked, his 
face, because he was Lostwithiel’s brother, be- 
cause he was sailing a very beautiful yacht, be 
cause he had appeared in her life with a 
romantic suddenness, sailing out of the sea un- 
heralded and unexpected, like a man who had 
dropped from the moon, 

She fell asleep that night wondering if she 
would ever see him again—if the Vendetta 
would have vanished from the harbor to-mor- 
row at noontide, like a boat that had only lived 
in her dreams; or whether the yacht would 
still be anchored there in the haven under the 
hill, And, if so, whether Captain Hulbert 


would call at the Angler’s Nest and tell them 
about Lostwithiel’s South American adven- 
tures, and how he came to be skipper of his 
brother’s yacht. 

At breakfast next morning Colonel Disney’s 
talk was ohiefly about Captain Hulbert. The 
colonel had been for an early walk and had 
seen the Vendetta from the little quay at 
Fowey, by the Mechanics’ Institute, and had 
heard who was the skipper. 

“IT remember him when he and his brother 
were at Eton together—nice boys—capital boys, 
both of them—but I liked Jack Hulbert better 
than Lostwithiel. He was franker, more spon- 
taneous and impulsive. Yes, Jack was my 
favorite, and everybody elee’s favorite, I think, 
when the two were boys, I saw very little of 
them afterthey grew up. I was away with 
mx regiment, and Jack was away with his 
ship, and Lostwithiel was wandering up and 
down the earth, like Satan. I left a card for 
Captain Hulbert at the club, asking him to 
dinner this evening. You don’t mind, do you, 
Isola?” 

Isola had no objection to offer, and Allegra 
was delighted at the prospect of seeing more of 
the man with the nice frank countenance, and 
that seafaring air which women generally like. 

‘*T am a dreadful person for being influenced 
by first impressions,” she said, ‘‘and that one 
glance at Captain Hulbert in the moonlight as- 
sures me that I shall like him,” 

**Don’t like him too well,” said Martin laugh- 
ingly, ‘“‘for I'm afraid he’s a detrimental, and 
would make even a worse match than Colfox, 
who may ba a bishop one day, while Hulbert 
has left the navy and is never likely to be any- 
thing.” . 

**Match ! detrimental!” cried Allegra indig- 
nantly. ‘‘Can it be my brother who talks in 
such a vulgar strain? As if a woman could not 
look ata man without thinking of marrying 
bim!” 

‘*Some women can’t,” answered Martin. 
**With them every free man isa possible hus- 
band, Indeed, I believe there are some who 
cannot look at a married man without estimat- 
ing the chances of the divorce court—if the 
man is what they call a catch.” 

‘““That is your Indian experienca!” ex- 
claimed Allegra scornfully. ‘“‘I have heard 
that India is a sink of iniquity.” 

She went about her day’s varied work as 
usual, curious to see the new acquaintance, 
yet in no wise excited. Vivid and animated, 
enthusiastic and energetic as she wasin all 
her thoughts and ways, gushing sentimentality 
made no part of Miss Leland’s character. Life 
at Trelasco flowed with such an even mono- 
tony, there was such an utter dearth of new 
interests that it was only natural that a girl of 
vivacious temper should be curious about new 
comers, At St. John’s Wood every day had 
brought some new element into the lives of the 
students, and almost every day had brought a 
new pupil, drawn thither by the growing re- 
nown of the master; pupils from the uttermost 
ends of the earth sometimes; pupils of swarthy 
complexion speaking unknown tongues ; pupils 
patrician ani pupils plebeian, each and all con- 
forming to the same stringent rules of art, 
spending weeks and months im the shading of 
a brace of plums or a bunch of grapes, from a 
plaster cast, and toiling slowly up the gradual 
ascent which leads to the Royal Academy and 
the Life School... Many there were who sick- 
ened at the slow rate of progress and who fell 
away. Only the faithful remained, And this 
going and coming, this strife between faith 
and unfaith, patience and impatience, had 
made a perpetual movement in the life of the 
great school, to say nothing of such bodily 
activities as lawn tennis, for which the master 
had provided a court, a court for his girl- 
pupils, b3 it noted, where they played among 
themselves, a3 if they had been so many col- 
legians in the college of Tennyson's Princess. 
Allegra had liked her life at the great art 
school, but she had never regretted its abandon- 
ment. She loved her brother and her brother’s 
wife, better even than she loved art. It was 
only now and then that she felt that her ex- 
istence at Trelasco was as monotonous as the 
flow ofthe river going up and coming down 
day by day between Lostwithiel and the sea. 

She spent the hours between breakfast and 
luncheon hard at work in her psinting-room, 
a little room with a large window facing north- 
ward. She had the coachman’s girl and boy 
for her models, and was engaged upon a little 
water-color picture after the school of Mrs, 
Allingham, a little picture which told its story 
with touching simplicity. 

It was not the first picture of the kind she 
had painted. Several of her works had been 
exhibited at the Society of British Artists, and 
two small pictures had been bought at prices 
which seemed to promise heran easy road to 
fortune. 

The coachman’s children profited greatly by 
this new profession which had been devised for 
them, Allegra made their frocks in her leisure 
hours, when the active fingers must have some- 

thing to do, while the active tongue ran on 
gaily in happy talk with Martino and Isola. 
Allegra made up to her little models for their 
hours of enforced idleness by extra tuition 
which kept them ahead of most of the other 
pupils in the village school; and Allegra sup- 
plied them with pocket-money. 

“I don't know however the children got on 
before Miss Leland came,” said the coachman’s 
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wife. ‘‘They seem to look to her for every- 
thing.” 

Allegra had other models, village children, 
and village girls—her beauty-girl, a baker's 
daughter with a splendid semi-Greek face, like 
Mrs. Langtry’s, whom she dressed up in certain 
cast-off finery of her own, and painted in her 
genre pictures, now in this attitude, and now 
in that, imparting an air of distinction which 
elevated the Cornish blonde into a patrician. 
She it was, this baker’s fair-haired daughter, 
who stood for Allegra’s successful picture, ‘‘A 
daughter of the gods, divinely tall,” a little bit 
of finished painting which had brought the 
painter five-and-thirty guineas. boundless 
wealth as it seemed to her, and ever so many 
commissions, 

Art, even in despondency and failure, is a 
consolation; art successful isan intoxicating 
delight. Allegra was as happy a young woman 
as could be foundin Cornwall that day, when 
she shut her color box, dismissed her little 
maiden, and ran down to lunch, where she 
found Isola more silent than usual, and made 
amends by her own light-hearted chatter for 
the morning's absorption over the easel. After 
lunch she ran off to the village to pay her 
parish visitsto the sick and old, and on her 
way to an outlying cottage she met Mr. Col- 
fox, who immediately turned to accompany her, 
a way he had, but a way to which 
she had never attached any significance. He 
was a clever, well read map, of some- 
what original temper, who had to pass most 
of his life among unlettered or dull people; 
therefore it surprised Allegra in no wise that 
he should like to talk to her. A bright, attrac- 
tive girl of three-and-twenty is very unsuspicli- 
ous about the feelings of a homely-looking man 
at least twelve years her senior. 

‘* Your brother has been gocd enough to ask 
me to dinner,” he said, after a little talk about 
the old women and their ailments. ‘‘I met 
him at the club this morning.” 

‘*He wants you to meet Captain Hulbert. 
Perhaps you know him already?” 





‘*No, he has not been here within my time. 
He only left the navy a year ago, and he was 
generally stationed at the uttermost ends of 
the earth, keeping guard over our remote 
possessions. Have you seen him?” 

“Only for an instant. He passed my sister 
and me yesterday evening in the moonlight. I 
thought he looked a nice person—but I think 
women have a natural leaning towards sailors, 
I could never imagine a seaman telling a false- 
hood or doing a mean action.” 

‘‘There is a kind of open-air manner which 
suggests truthfulness,” admitted Mr. Colfox. 
“Yet there have been dark deeds done by 
sailors; there have been black sheep even in 
the Queen's Navee. However, I believe Captain 
Hulbert is worthy of your good opinion. I 
have never heard anybody speak against him, 
and the old people who knew him as a lad 
seem to have liked him better than Lord Lost- 
withiel.” 

‘“*Do tell me your opinion of Lord Lostwithiel. 
I am very curious upon that subject. Mr. 
Crowther talked so much about him the night 
we were at Glenaveril.” 

‘‘Mr, Crowther loves a lord.” 


‘Please satisfy my curiosity. Is he really 





such a fascinating personage?” 

‘“He has very pleasant manners. I don’t 
know what constitutes fascination in a man, 
though I know pretty well what it means ina 
woman. Lord Lostwithiel’s manners are chiefly 
distinguished by repose without the affectation 
of languor—and by an interest in other people 
so cleverly simulated that it deceives every- 
body. One finds him out by the way in which 
people boast of his friendship. He cannot be 
so attached to all the world. He has a manner 
which is genérally described as sympathetic.” 

“Mr, Crowther enlarged a good deal upon 
his lordship’s admiration for my sister at the 
hunt ball. Was that so very marked?” 

Mr. Colfox colored violently at this question 
—assuredly not easy to answer vruthfully with- 
out hazard of offence. 

“Twas not at the ball—I—I heard people 
talk a little—in the way people talk of every- 
thing—about Lostwithiel’s attention to Mrs. 
Disney, and about her prettiness. They all 
agreed that if not the loveliest woman in the 
room she was ai least the most interesting.” 

“It was very natural that he should admire 
her, but I don’t think, Martin liked Mr, Crow- 
ther's talking about it in that way at the din- 
ner table. The man is horrib!y underbred. 
Has Lord Lostwithiel what you call—" she 
hesitated a little—‘'a good character?” 

‘*T don’t know about the present, I have 
heard that in the past his reputation was not 

tless.” 

ml understand,” said Allegra quickly. ‘‘The 
admiration of such a man is an insult ; and 
that Is why Mr. Crowther harped upon the 
fact. Iam sure he is a maisvole:<t man.” 
“Don’t be hard upon him, Miss Leland, I 
believe he has only the misfortune to be a cad 
—acad by birth, education and associations. 
Don't fling your stone at such a man—consider 
what'an unhappy fate it is.” 

“Oh. but he does not think hiziself unhappy. 
He is bursting with self-importance and the 
pride of riches. He is the typical rich man of 
the Psalmist. He must be the happiest man 


in Trelasco, a thick-skinned man whom noth- 
ing can hurt.” 

“‘ITam sorry you think so badly of poor Mr. 
Crowther, because I am really attached to his 
wife. She is one of the best women I know.” 

**So my sister tells me, and I was very much 
pleased with her myself, but one cannot afford 
to be friendly with Mrs, Crowther at the cost 
of knowing her husband.” 

She spoke with some touch of the insolence 
of youth, which sets so high a value upon its 
own opinions and its own independence, and 
looks upon all the rest of humanity as upon a 
lower plane. Youth makes its own exceptions; 
and while it has a somewhat arrogant scorn 
for the many, it reverences the few with a blind 
hero-worship—and its love is always an 
upward-looking love, ‘the desire of the moth 
for the star.” 

Mr. Colfox sighed, and smiled at the same 
moment, a sad little half-cynical smile. He 
was thinking how impossible it was to refrain 
from admiring this bright out-spoken girl, with 
her quick intellect and her artistic instincts, so 
spiritual, so unworldly, and fresh as an April 
morning—how impossible not to admire, how 
difficult not to love her, and how futile to love. 

He thought of himself with scathing self- 
contempt—middle-aged, homely of feature and 
of figure, with nothing to recommend him ex- 
cept good birth, a small independence, just so 
much as enabled him to live where he pleased 
and serve whom he would, without reference 
to the stipend attached to the cure; and a 
little rusty, dry-as dust learning. Nothing 
more than this; and he wanted to win and wed 
a girl whose image never recurred to his mind 
without the suggestion of a rose garden ora 
summer morning. Yes, she reminded him of 
morning and dewy red roses, those old- 
fashioned heavy red roses, round as acup and 
breathing sweetest perfume. 

He jogged on by her side in silence, and only 
awoke from his reverie to bid her good-bye at 
the gate of a cottage garden, in the lane that 
led up the hill to Tywardreath, 

(To be Continued.) 





A Norwood Miracle. 





Health Regained after Seven Doctors had 
Failed. 





The Remarkable Experieace of Mr. John Slater 
Knox—Tweo Heurs Sleep all the Benefit 
Derived From Six Weeks Medical Treat- 
ment—Rescue From Suffering Came 
After the Doctors Had Pronounced 
His Case Hopeless, 

Norwood Register. 

The readers of the Register will remember 
having read in this paper during the early part 
of last year of the very serious illness of Mr. 
John Slater Knox, who lives on lot 20,in the 
3rd concession of Asphodel township. They 
will remember how in January, 1892, Mr. Knox 
was stricken down with la grippe, how from a 
man of about 185 pounds he fell away in flesh 
in a few short weeks until he was a mere skele- 
ton of his former self, weighing only 120 
pounds; how he was racked with the most ex- 
cruciating pain ; how he longed for death to re- 
lfeve him of his suffering ; how he consulted 
doctors near and far, and how they failed to 
successfully diagnose his case. In fact, they 
confessed their ignorance of his malady and 
said he could not recover. But so much for the 
profession. Mr. Knox is alive to-day. He has 
recovered his wonted vigor and weighs 180 
pounds, and his many friends in Norwood look 
upon him in wonder. Of ccurse Mr. Knox is 
questioned on every hand about his recovery, 
as to what magic influence he owes his increase 
in flesh, and his answer to each interrogation 
is, ** Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills did it,” and he is 
never too busy to extol the merits of his now 
world-tamous remedy. This is what he said to 
a reporter of the Norwood Register the other 
day when asked about his illness and hia won- 
derful cure; ‘‘I will tell you all about it, In 
January, 1892, I had la grippe, which was pre- 
valent at that time. It settled into pains in 
the calves of my legs. I was drawing lumber 
at the time and thought it was caused by sit- 
ting on the load and allowing my legs to hang 
down. I consulted a doctor in the matter, who 
told me it was rheumatism. He treated me, 
but did me no good, and I kept getting worse 


daily. Altogether I had seven doctors in at- 
tendance, but none of them seemed 
to know what my ailment was. Some 


said it was rheumatism, others that my 
nerves were diseased, one said locomotor 
ataxia, and another inflammation of the spinal 
cord, another inflammation of the outer lining 
of the spinal cord, and still another said neur- 
algia of the nerves. I did not sleep for six 
weeks, and no drug administered by the medi- 
cal men could deaden the pain or make me 
slumber, I will just say this: at the end of 
that time some narcotic administered made 
me doze for a couple of hours, and that was all 
the relief I received from the disciples of 
Asculapius. They said that I could not recover, 
and really [bad given up hope myself. My pain 





was so intense I wanted to die to be relieved of 
my suffering. From a weight of one hundred 
and eighty-four pounds I had dropped to one 


















hundred and twenty. I was a skeleton com- 
pared with my former self, I had often readin 
The Register of Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills, but 
did not think of taking the remedy. About 
this time my father purchased some from Dr. 
Moffatt, druggist, Norwood, and bringing them 
to me requested me to take them. They re- 
mained in the house perhaps a couple of weeks 
before I commenced taking them, and then I 
must confess I had not much faith in their 
efficacy. Before 1 had finished taking the first 
box I felt a little better, and when I had taken 
two boxes I was convinced that the Pink Pills 
were doing me good; in fact, that they were 
doing for me what seven doctors has failed to 
do—they were effecting a cure. I felt so much 
better after having taken three boxes of Pink 
Pills that I ceased taking them, but I had not 
fully recovered and had to resume, and I then 
continued taking them until now I am as hale 
& man as you will meet in a day’s trave). I am 
positive that this happy result has been brought 
about by the use of Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills. 
I recommend them to my neighbors and my 
friends as Iam thoroughly convinced of their 
curative properties. There is a case a short 
distance from my place of a man who has been 
a cripple for some time, recovering after tak- 
ing eight boxes of Pink Pills, In December 
last I could only manage to lift a bag of oats ; 
now I can to3s a bag of peas on"to a load with 
ease. Isn’t that gaining strength? At one 
period since I began taking Pink Pills I gained 
thirty pounds in six weeks, Today I feel as 
well asI ever did in my life. I have been skid- 
dling logs in the bush all winter and can doa 
day’s work with any of them. I believe it my 
duty to say a good word for Dr. Williams’ Pink 
Pills whenever I can,” 

‘I hear you are making preparations to build 
a house, Mr, Knox,” said the reporter. 

“Yes,” replied Mr. Knox laughingly. “I 
am about building a house and barn, which I 
think will demonstrate that I am trying to en- 
joy my renewed lease of life.” Calling on Dr. 
Moffatt, druggist, The Register reporter asked 
him if he knew of Mr. Knox’s case, and that 
that gentleman ascribed his cure to the use of 
Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills.” 

“Yes,” replied the doctor, ‘‘I have been 
talking to Mr. Knox and hisis certainly a most 
remarkable cure. But speaking of Dr, Wil- 
liams’ Pink Pills reminds me of the wonderful 
sale they are having in and about Norwood. I 
buy a hundred dollars’ worth at a time and my 
orders are not few. I sell more Pink Pills than 
any other medicine and always hear good re- 
ports of them.” Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills are a 
perfect blood builder and nerve restorer, curing 
such diseases as rheumatism, neuralgia, par- 
tial paralysis, locomotor ataxia, St. Vitus 
dance, nervous headache, nervous prostration 
and the tired feeling arising therefrom, the 
after effects of la grippe, influenza and severe 
colds, diseases depending on humors in the 
blood, such as serofula, chronic erysipelas, etc. 
Pink Pills give a healthy glow to pale and 
sallow complexions, and area specific for the 
troubles peculiar to the female system, and in 
the case of men they effect a radical cure in all 
cases arising from mental worry, over work or 
excesses of any nature. 

These Pills are manufactured by the Dr. 
Williams’ Medicine Company, Brockville, Ont., 
and Schenectady, N. Y., and are sold only in 
boxes bearing the firm’s trademark and 
wrapper, at 50 cents a box or six boxes for 
$2.50. Bearin mind that Dr, Williams’ Pink 
Pills are never sold in bulk, or by the dozen or 
hundred, and any dealer who offers substitutes 
in this form is trying to defraud you and should 
be avoided. The public are also cautioned 
against all other so-called blood builders and 
nerve tonics, no matter what name may be 
given them. They are all imitations whose 
makers hope to reap a pecuniary advantage 
from the wonderful reputation achieved by Dr. 
Williams’ Pink Pills, Ask your dealer for Pink 
Pills for Pale People, and refuse all imitations 
and substitutes, 

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills may be had of al; 
druggists or direct by mail from the Dr. 
Williams’ Medicine Company from either ad- 
dress. The price at which these pills are sold 
makes a course of treatment comparatively in- 
expensive as compared with other remedies or 
medical treatment. 





Locked Out. 





This isnot atale involving labor complica- 
tions, except in one sense. That is, she repre- 
sented capital and he labored to get her. The 
result, however, was perfect harmony between 
capital and labor. They had been indulging in 
an idle flirtation Just without the walls of a 
quaint German town. At any rate iv seemed a 
flirtation on her part. Capital was coy and 
arrogant. But labor was dead in earnest. He 
proposed inthe most approved and romantic 
fashion, but capital had listened to so many 
similar propositions for arbitration that it 
fought shy. Capital was extremely beautiful, 
with soft, mccking eyes and a wealth of golden 
hair, In very decisive tones she absolutely re- 
fused to accept the agreement. ‘‘And now 
that we have settled this matter, let us return 
to town,” she said. “It is growing late and 
mamma will worry.” 

He had not a word to say and they retraced 
their steps toward town. With some bitter- 
ness, he recalled her encouraging glances, 
They reached the great gates and to their sur- 
prise found them locked. “I did not know it 
was so late,” she said. ‘‘The watchman has 
locked us out.” The town gate was remotely 
situated, and, although they lifted up their 
voices, there was no response. He critically 
examined the massive gate. She gave acry of 
despair and then turned to her companion. 
“Mr. Brown, you got me into this and now you 
must get me out. You must unlock that gate 
somehow.” 

* Well,” he returned, “there is no doubt that 
we are locked out. Let us see if we cannot 
arbitrate the matter. I once worked in a safe 
factory and I think that I could open that gate 
with little trouble.” 

“Then do so. Do so at once,” 

“There are some conditions to settle first, 
You must agree to marry me. You have flirted 
with me most outrageously, haven't you?” 

* Ye-es, But any girl has a right to do that.” 

“I disagree with you. No girl has a right to 
rend a manly heart.” 

“Pooh! You mean to say your heart is 
rent?” 





7 


“No doubt of it. Is it unreasonable? Who 
can look into your beautiful eyes and forget 
their sweet love-light? Who can gaze upon 
your face, and not cherish it always as asad 
memory? Who can have listened to the music 
of your voice, and not long to hear its melody 


forever? Do I make myself clearly under- 
stood ?” 
“You do. You argue well.” 


‘*Say, oh say, you will be mine, and I wil] 
burglarize the gate. Otherwise you will be 
forced to remain without in the starlight.” 

‘* That is your ultimatum ?” she said. 

im 

She thought for a moment, and then lifted 
her lips to his, ‘“ Well, I’llarbitrate,” she said. 
He kissed her, and then found a rusty nail and 
went to work on the lock. Ina few moments 
the gate swung open and they entered. Then 
he said: “I have taken an unfair advantage. 
I merely wished to teach you alesson. I will 
release you from your promise.” 

She looked at himshyly, ‘‘ But I don’t want 
to be released. I merely wished to hold off, 
womanlike. Your arbitrating, dear, only 
hastened events, for I had decided in my own 
mind to marry you a month ago,” 

Then the moon went behind a cloud.— Detroit 
Free Press. 








Two Flyers of New York, via Picturesque 
Erie Railway. 


Something every person should remember: 
Time is money. Youcan save money by pur- 
chasing your tickets via one of the greatest 
double track roads of the United Statese. Leave 
Toronto at 1250 p.m., arrive at Buffalo 5.50 
p.m., and leave Buffalo 7.30 p.m. and arrive in 
New York at7.30a.m. You can also leave To- 
ronto at 11 p.m. and connect with the Erie 
flyer at Hamilton. which is a solid vestibule 
train through to New York. Diniog-room cars 
attached to all trains for meals. For further 
particulars apply to S. J. Sharp, 9 York street. 
Telephone 103, Toronto. 








A Source of Supply. 


Young Wife--Oh, dear! this recipe for 
chicken-salad says four cloves and I haven't 
one iu the house. What shall I do? 

Cook—Didn't you go to the theater last night, 
mum? 

Young Wite—Why, yes, Bridget. 

Cook—Well, the master's coat is upstairs. 





Dislodge Bile, 
Stir up the Liver, 


Cure Sick-Headache, 
Female Ailments, 
Remove Disease and 
Promote Good Health. 


Covered with a Tasteless & Soluble Coating. 


Famous the world over. 
Ask for Beecham's and take no others. 
Wholesale Agts, Evans & Sons, Ld, Montrea], 
For sale by ail druggists. 





by using Dr. Edieon’s Famous 
Pille and Bands and Obesity Fruit 

; it will reduce your weight 
without dieting; is perfectly 
harmless, and the cost is but 


slight. Send for our eight-column article on Obesity, 
sent free. Order goods from our stores by mail or 
express. Price of band, $2.50 and up. Pills, $1.50 
per bottle ; and Fruit Salt, $1.00 per bottle. Adoress 


LORING & Co. 


Stores at Dept. 8, No. 115 State street, Chicago, IIl- 
Dept 40, No. 42 West 22nd street, New York city. 
Or Dept. 40, No. 2 Hamilton Place, Boston, Mass. 













This is to notify |] 
you that your ac- 
count at the bank = 
of health is over- 
drawn; at this rate you will soon be 
bankrupt, unless you take 


SCOTT’S 
EMULSION 


Of Pure Norwegian Cod Liver Oil 
and Hypophosphites to 
build you up. 

It will STOP A COUGH, CURE A 
COLD, and check CONSUMPTION and 
all forms of WASTING DISEASES. A |- 
most as palaiable as Milk. Prepared by 
Seott & Bowne, Belleville. For sale by 
all druggists. 








Unlike the Dutch Process — 
No Alkalies 


= — OR— 


ay Other Chemicals 


Ey are used in the 
» preparation of 


W. BAKER & COv’S 


BreakfastCocoa 


which is absolutely 
pure and soluble. 


}) Ithas morethan three times 
the strength of Cocoa mixed 
with Starch, Arrowroot or 

= Sugar, and is far more eco- 
nomical, costing less than one cent a cup. 
It is delicious, nourishing, and EASILY 
DIGESTED. candies 

Sold by Grocers everywhere. 


W. BAKER & CO., Dorchester, Mass, 













Piso’s "emedy for Catanh is the 
Best, Easiest to Use and Cheapest. 





Sold by druggists or sent by mail, 3o, 
E. T. Haseltine, Warren, Pa. U. 8. A. 
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speare was true to his time and so were Moore 
and Tennyson, but no human being could get 
so far away from human nature as to think 
and feel in the stilted jargon of the magazine 
poet. The sensations one feels in infancy, the 
messages which God and life speak to the 
child-heart can never be re-experienced by the 
adult or respoken in whale’s language to the 


Tae Toronto SaTuRDAY NIGHT 


EDMUND 8B. SHEPPARD - - Edito1 


SATURDAY NIGHT is a sixteen-page, handsomely illus- 
trated paper, published weekly and devoted to its readers. 


Office, 9 Adelaide Street West, Toronto. 
TELEPHONE No. 1709. 





4ubdeoriptions will be received on the following terms: 


QO TORRiosccccccscascrccccecccescese $2 00 
EE ais cited scceecscéussctweess 100 
Te BT a cnc vive cccecsscccccenss 3 


Delivered in Toronto, 500 per ar num extra. 

Advertising rates nade known cn application at the busi- 
sess office. 
THE SHEPPARD PUBLISHING CO (Liuirsp), Proprietors 


Vou. VI] TORONTO, MAR, 25, 1893. [No, 18 





The Drama. 











| HE visit of James Whit- 
) comb Riley sent an ex- 
quisite tremor through 
the soul of literary To- 
ronto, All the bud- 
ding poets bowed be- 
fore his shrine, but 
some of them did not 
do so in any special 
spirit of humility. One 


> i went as a genius to 
. meet genius ; another 
a as a poet to meet a 
clever writer of dialect 


verse. From the moment Mr. Riley arrived in 
town until the train moved out with him from 
the Union Station, he was besieged by rhym- 
sters, young and old, male and female, all 
anxious to get him alone for a period, so that 
they could recite him a few samples of their 
work. He was forced to listen to Lines on the 
Death of a Tame Canary from one, a Sonnet on 
Love from another, and several lyrics and dia- 
lect pieces from stillothers. Samples of poetry 
to noend were delivered by messengers at his 
hote), and it is rumored that one local poet 
called Mr. Riley up by telephone and recited to 
him an elegy on the Soul's Arousing, half an 
hour long. It was pathetic to witness the 
scramble of poetastere, and poor Riley aged a 
whole year during his stay here of two nights 
anda day. I feel called upon to notify him 
that Toronto is not composed entirely of poets, 
as hia experience here has probably led him to 
suppose. Without moving from my chair or 
consulting the city directory I could give him 
the names of twenty ladies and gentlemen who 
have not attempted anything in the way of 
poetry for years—so far as I know. A thorough 
examination of the directory would probably 
reveal several hundred names in all. It is 
rather unfortunate that this saving remnant 
of our people did not assert itself, but the 
opportunity is gone and it is useless to make 
moan over it now. The only local poet whom 
Mr. Riley had a definite desire to meet was 
among the few who did not present himself— 





= 
‘ 


R, K. Kernighan (The Khan). There is a 
greater disparity between the reputations of 
these two men than there is between their 


talents. 


* 
James Whitcomb Riley is a poet, one of the 
few great singers. That he has in him the gift 
immortal surely none can doubt who heard him 
recite some of hisown selections in the Pavilion 
last Thursday night. 
human nature is understood by him as by few. 
He is the poet of childhood and of unartificial- 
ized manhood. He writes of and for the 
human heart as itis and not asit affectedly 
pretends to be. M. W. H.inarecent issue of 
the New York Sun devotes four columns to 
Mr. Riley in an endeavor to show that heisa 
poet apart from his dialect verse, It is in the 
nature of an announcement from this literary 
door-keeper to those inside that the latest and 
greatest comer, though dressed in rough coun- 
try clotbes, has a dress suit at home and would 
look quite im fashion if he had it on. The 
writer gives a number of ,uotations from Riley, 
showing how he has successfully imitated 
Shakespeare, Moore, Herrick, Keats, Tennyson 
and Burns, therefore he is more than a dialect 
poet. M. W. H. failsto impress me. Riley 
might have imitated these poets all his life and 
written volumes of such respectable and 
fashionable verse as Zhe Sun quotes, without 
ever having been heard of outside of Indiana. 
We all know dozens of unconscious imitators 
of one poet or another who are singing their 
misguided heads off to no purpose. Every poet 
who ever sang has raised up a hundred echoes 
down the aisles of time. Riley is Riley, and his 
charm comes out when he sings in the dialect 
which he heard in his childhood—the dialect in 
which he conversed with his own heart 
and with nature's heart when he, as a 
little prattler, first became conscious of 
impressions and emotions, There is a 
hollow artificiality about poetry written in 
the acquired language of the schools, In the 
name of all sacred things, where did the 
magazine poets spend their youth and first 
gaze on green fields and sunny ekies? Was it 
in a grove of books, irrigated by a stream of 
pamphlets and illumined by a sun made of 
Latin tomes that they first experienced the 
throb of wholesome life and first felt pity and 
bate and love? Were they born with Univer. 
sity degrees in their kid-gloved hands and 
spectacles on their noses? In their writings 
there is no evidence that they have hearts and 
souls and emotions like ordinary mortals— 
simply heads containing a vast immensity of 
knowledge which they are too learned to inter 
pret for the unlettered. It is charged that 
dialect poetry is intelligible only to a limited 
number, but when heart speaks to heart the 
dialect cannot confuse its ,ppeal ; and in this 
way dialect verse is intelligible to a greater 
number than the big-worded, forward-and 
back, dictionary compound peculiar to the 
magazines at this time. 


I would not care to find everyone writing 
dialect poetry who attempts to versify. Save 
us from that! However, Riley is among the 
truest poets of the age and he is the simplician 
of verse. He speaks in his natural voice—the 
volee of thé fireside and the field, and it is 
when so speaking that he is great. One should 
write in. the language in which he thinks and 
feelé, as Burns did and as Riley does. Shake- 






































The gentle pathos of 
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pedant. 


* 


James Whitcomb Riley’s entertainment was 
the third in Kleiser’s Star Course, and nothing 
more enjoyable has been given in town this 
winter. Mr. Kleiser deserves credit for bring- 
ing such good people here, and he is to be con- 
gratulated on the crowded houses which he 
has secured. Frank Lincoln will be the next 
attraction, and I am sure the society people of 


the city will be greatly pleased with him. 
* 


Jane isa very good thing, indeed, and was 
presented this week at the Grand by a company 
of comparatively unknown people who all 
acted very well. Alf. Fisher as William would 
be hard to beat, while Miss Lena Merville as 
Jane was a success. Mr. Herbert Fortier, a 
Toronto boy, played the part of Mr. Chas. 
Shackleton with life and vim, although his 
work inthe curtain raiser was not so good. 
There was too much forced gaiety and forced 
excitement required of him at alternate 
moments. AJ). Harris made a jolly old Mr. 
Kershaw, and in fact each member of the com- 
pany fitted his part neatly. Chas. Frohman 
inclines to the idea that acompatiy should be 
an all-round capable collection, rather than an 
organization with one extra clever person sur- 


rounded by incompetents. 
* 


It is the right idea; starring results in 
injurious practices. It also afflicts the public 
with a nauseating multitude of tallow-dips, 
sputtering inthe theatrical firmamentandclaim- 
ing to be stars. We all know several alleged 
actors who are at the heads of companies with 
their names in immense letters plastered all 
overthe continent, yet, if they were to lose 
their starring engagements they could not 
secure the most insignificant roles in other 
companies of any standing and would be forced 
to turn bill-stickers. We all know actresses at 
the heads of companies who are photographed 
and famed and on the stage represent mil- 
lionaires’ daughters of luxury and refinement, 
yet, if they lost their starring engagements 
they would require to quit the profession and 
resume their interrupted labors as dining. room 
girls in second-class hotels. Not long agoina 
theater in this city one of these refined heroines 
was lolling back in the lap of luxury, or as she 
called it ‘‘a sofy,” when she was informed by 
her maid that Lord Somebody was in the 
parlor and wanted to ask her hand in marriage 
(itis quite the custom in high life for titled 
suitors to confide in servants). This beautiful 
product of affluence was too rare a bird fora 
common lord to capture and she cried, ‘‘ The 
idear / H’it’s just like his impudence. But I'll 
settle ‘im.” Then she pulled a parcel of sand 
from the pocket of her silken gown, danced a 
sand-jig and whisked downstairs, amidst 
terrific applause to “settle ’im.” Some of the 
glimpses of high life which the stage affords 
Even though star- 
ring were done away with, such companies and 
such people might still travel, but we would 
not have the names of these scullions dinned 
into our ears and burned into our eye-balls with 


are almost staggering. 


such awful persistence as now. 


he tried to kill 


even changed his cuffs, 


plays the part of Dunstan Leech, but I am find 


ing fault with the factory where melodramas 
are made. Give usa play with two villains, 
each working independently of the other. Let 


it be tried, by way of change. For instance, 


in this play Leech could be the embodi- 


ment of evil for England and adja- 


cent islands and lighthouses, while the 


hero, on reaching Africa, could fallinto the 
hands of Old Nick’s local agent for the dark 
continent. By having two villains the one at 
home would be saved a long sea voyage, the 
hero's position could be made quite as perilous, 
and the idea ofa supreme over-ruling malig- 
nancy would be created. No hero in real life is 
pursued the world over by one villain—one 
rascal ‘does you up” and then makes way for 
another. Your abominable neighbor who poi 
sons your dog and lies about your extravagance, 
does not move to another town to continue the 
persecution; the new town provides you 
with anew neighbor, more abominable still, 
So it should be in melodrama. While the 
hero is being deteined by the African vil- 
lain in a cave, the postman might come along 
with a letter addressed to him, containing the 
news that the English villain was living in 
luxury as pretended owner of the hero’s estate 
—this would be a connecting link, you see, and 
serve to remind the audience of villain No. 1. 
In the last act the two villains might meet at 
some intermediate point and kill each other, 
with the hero looking on, who could secure 
from the dying wretches itemized accounts of 
their misdeeds, together with all the money 
and jewelry he could carry away. But I will 
not elaborate this idea further. It is a charm- 


ing conception, and I may some day put it in 
the shape of a melodrama. 


It is remarkable how a villain will pursue 
honest people for years and years over the face 
of the earth all forthe satisfaction of poison- 
ing himself in the end. Dunstan Leech in the 
Span of Life at the Academy this week is the 
most remarkable villain imaginable. He 
poisoned his little brother quite umnecessarily, 
and in the clumsiest possible manner; he made 
love to Kate in a fierce and brow-beating way 
that would have repelled a wild animal; 
Richard Blunt in 
the lighthouse, although how he hoped to 
escape detection and reap benefit no man could 
perceive ; and then when Blunt and his wife 
were gold and diamond mining in Africa, seven 
years later, wto should turn up as leader of 
an Arab horde, but Dunstan Leech. But he 
did not stay there, forin the next act when the 
scene opens again in their English home, in 
walks Dunstan, his whiskers gone, his Arab 
dress gone, the same smooth fellow he used to 
be. He had not changed a hair; he hadn’t 
Ten years of slave 
trading in Zambesia glided off his back with- 
outeven making his coat shiny. What sur- 
prises me is that in such an immense world as 
this the hero could not run across some other 
villain than the favorite enemy of his youth. 
The fault does not lie with Ralph Delmore, who 










































































































The Wilson brothers great span act across 
the gulch is a good piece of stage work, but it 
would scarcely serve in a real emergency. The 
three men stood upon each other’s shoulders 
and fell like a tree across the chasm, the bottom 
one holding by his feet and the top one by his 
I am afraid the Arabs who came 
swooping down upon the trio at that point, 
just as the curtain fell, would have made short 
work of the three men who formed the bridge. 
They could not get up again on the side from 
whence they had projected themselves ; the 
chasm was doubtless a few thousand feet deep, 
while on its edge stood a mob of Arabs ready 


hands, 


to put lances into them. 
* 


music in Europe. 


Milan, Rome and I[.ondon. 


hundred times in Europe. 
* 


profession, 


a crowded house. 


matinee on Good Friday. MACK, 
* 


but the fault lay with the 


rather than with the actors, 


well throughout the week. 


* 


Current Cash will be the bill offered at Jacobs 


& Sparrow's Opera doure all next week, be- 


ginning Monday night, March 27, giving the 


usual matinees and a grand holiday, Good 
Friday, matinee, March 31. This play aims to 
present a true picture of the war between Eng- 
land and Afghanistan in 1859. Among the 
company who will present the play here will be 
seen Mr. Chas. E. Verner and Miss Katherine 
Walsh, both well known artists, and many 
others. Current Cash is a play in three acts 
and a prologue, and is of a very conventional 
type. Capt. Mark Milton is condemned to 
death, and asks his comrade, Major Gordon 
Challis, to write a will from dictation. The 
major alters the will, drawn in favor of the 
captain's wife, and makes himself sole legatee. 
He takes possession of the estate and is con- 
gratulating himself upon his good fortune, 
when Corp. Patrick Boales steps in and in- 
forms him that he is aware of the forgery. The 
captain's widow and child have been reduced 
to poverty, while Mejor Challis has been enjoy- 
ing the estate that is rightfully theirs, One 
Eye, a man whom nobody knows, wanders 


around the stage, and in the last act removes 


his disguise and is recognized as the sup- 


posedly deceased captain. D. G, 


Mme. Laura Schirmer-Maplecon, whose pic- 
ture appears on the front page of this issue, 
will give four concerts in the Academy on 
Friday and Saturday, March 31 and April 1, 
under the management of Mr. Fred C. Whit- 
ney. Mme. Mapleson is a prima donna greatly 
in favor with the royal courts of Europe, and 
her American touris an event of importance. 
Atanearly age she began her studies under 
the tuition of the leading masters of 
Four years ago Mme, 
Schirmer - Mapleson sang in Russia under 
the direction of the world - famous 
Rubinstein; then came a tour, including 
all the large cities, Berlin, Vienna, Paris, 
She has won 
plaudits in the old as well as the new world. 
It is said of her that she was born to sing and 
act, and does both with as much simplicity and 
ease as she performs the act of speaking. Her 
voice flows as freely as the bird's; her middle 
tones are full of sweetness and sympathy, and 
the high are brilliant and sparkling. Sheisa 
comparatively young woman, with a beautiful 
face and maguificent figure, a ‘wealth of light 
brown hair, eyes of darkest blue and a hand- 
some set of teeth. Her costumes are marvels 
of art, especially those for Marguerite in Faust, 
a part in which she has appeared over three 


The world-renowned Frank Lincoln, who 
recently returned to America after making a 
tour of the entire globe, will make a flying 
visit to Toronto, to appear at the Pavilion for 
one evening only, on April 11. Mr. Lincoln 
was heard here about six years ago, when he 
won unstinted praise from press and public 
alike, since which time his fameas anentertainer 
has steadily increased until now he occupies an 
enviable pcsition in the front rank of his chosen 
Lincoln needs no introduction 
here, and it is safe to say he will be greeted by 


Hanlon Bros. in their spectacular Fantasma, 
will be at the Grand next week with a special 


The melodrama, Shadows of a Great City, 
attracted a large audience to the Toronto 
Opera House on Monday night. This play is 
clean and healthy in tone while full of thrill- 
ing incidents, and there is, I am glad to say, an 
entire absence of the striving after dramatic 
effect by the frequent appearance ofa lively 
gun. The scenery is very gocd indeed, and the 
capacity of the stage must have been severely 
taxed in the scene where the convicts escape 
from prison and row off. ‘the comic element 
in the piece was very conspicuous and relieved 
the audience from that ennui which is always 
to be dreaded when unadulterated villainy is 
the sum and substance ofa play; there was even 
alittle too much of it and some rather incon- 
gruous effects were produced at times, 
author 
B. Tiltor, 
F, Williams and J. Warren acquitted them- 
selves well in their roles, and I can quite 
understand the dread created among thieves 
by a detective with a voice like that of J. 
Weldon. Miss A. Berlhin was good as Biddy, 
with arich brogue and a big heart, and Miss 
E, Tilton took her dual parts well, but her act- 
ing is not sustained and her manner lacks 
grace. She is rather given to mannerisms 
which befit a tragedienne rather than one 
representing an ingenue character. Taken as 
a whole the company is very even, and the 
Shadows of a Great City deserved to draw 


In the Musee this week, those who hanker 
after strange sights and sounds have aa op- 
portunity of gratifying their tastes, There is 
an armless man who tells the people that he 
is the only freak of nature ina family of nine, 
afact upon which his parents are to be con- 
gratulated ; a remarkably stout and well de- 
veloped couple who are blessed—or cursed— 
with a superabundance of adipose tissue, and 
whose united weight runs up to some nine hun- 
dred pounds. Besides these there are tableaux 
vivants, illustrating classical and mythological 
personages, and an individual who toys with 
the mysterious electric fluid in a manner alto- 
gether astonishing. Down in the theater there 
are songs, dances and other performances with 
just sufficient dash to render them piquant to 
the patrons of that institution, where, to quote 
the immortal Artemus, “Instruction and 
amusement are combined at ten cents a head.” 


an’ sugar an’ vinegar—all I can eat, whole lote,.” 















































































































A Turk. 





It is quite the fashionable thing at this sea- 
son of the year to take either a quart or two of 
medicine ora Turkish Bath. My legal friend 
and I dropred down to the well known King 
street skin laundry the other evening, with the 
avowed intention of blowing in seventy. five 
cents and taking away a wash. I am fain to 
admit that we got our boodle’s worth in orna- 
mental ecrubbery, 

The refreshment is of a highly ornate char- 
acter, the courses, however, being perhaps a 
little irregular in their order, as you are in the 
soup the whole time, but still you get a very 
fair assortment of stewed, boiled, and roasted, 
and a customer must be pretty hard to please 
who isn’t at least ‘‘ tickled” at the styleofenter- 
tainment afforded by the able-bodied assistants, 

The roly-poly act was the selection that 
caught my chum on the bald spot. The opera- 
tor commenced with him gently, and the 
youthful barrister smiled, and kept on smiling 
until he fairly roared, or rather commenced to 
roar, for just then the joint-cracking artist hit 
him a lusty thump over the liver, and he con- 
cluded to finish that roar in a different key. 
Curiously enough, this trifling incident ap- 
peared to tickle me more thanit did him, The 
plaintiff then got in his fine work on the de- 
fendant’s anatomy, and by the time the evi- 
dence for the Crown was allin, the defence had 
entirely collapsed, all doubtful points had been 
nicely cleaned up, and about all that remained 
of my legal adviser was his hair and teeth—his 
look of importance having gone down at the first 
assault, 

I sampled the mixture next, and after we had 
both had a delightful swim in the big marble 
bath and been wrung out and ‘‘ mangled,’ we 
came to the unanimous conclusion that 
although a ‘“‘Turk” combines business with 
pleasure, the pleasure is so much more than 
the business, the sense of lazy satisfaction with 
which one sips one’s coffee after the last act is 
so much in excess of the trifling pain of being 
drawn through the various knot-holes, that 
even if it does ‘‘come high,” still ‘‘we must 
have it,” and consequently we propose to hit 
the institution again at an early date, 

G. J. A. 





When We Apologize. 

In spite of the fact that we are not naturally 
vicious, there are times when the best of us 
will act like the person whom we never men- 
tion. We say things so that our hair rises with 
shame when we think of them, things which 
often we know to be untrue, but we want to say 
them. The heart-rending side of the question 
is that we generally select the people whom we 
love best in the world to be our victims. 

Subsequently we realize that we ought to 
apologize. Some people seem to like apologiz- 
ing. You, my poor friend, do not. 

It frequently takes a night of broken repose, 
distraction during meals, the gnawing tooth of 
remorse, more or less brimstone from your 
conscience, and sometimes a humid atmos- 
phere to make you apologize. 

There are people who have the most exalted 
respect for a person who can apologize. They 
know it isn’t nice, and that they are seldom 
able to do it themselves. You begin to apolo- 
g'ze to these people and they meet you half way 
with shoutings, throw their arms around your 
neck, and there you mingle happy vows of 
eternal love and friendship. 

Not so the numerous and ordinary man, He 
watches your apologetic struggles with a cold 
and vengeful eye. There you stand often be- 
fore a man smaller than yourself like a 
wretched school-boy. 

Then your victim begins. First, he walks past 
you scornfully on the other side, but comes 
back to tell you his candid opinion of your con- 
duct ; he dilates on the miserable scene for 
which you have been apologizing, and finally 
with solemn warnings extends to you his for- 
giveness. 

Arter which you go away assuring yourself 
that you apologized for your own sake, and not 
for his. PENNY. 
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All in The I. 

He had just returned from a trans-Atlantic 
voyage, and he let all the car know it. “ Yes,” 
he said pompously to the old gentleman with 
the silk hat and the gray side whiskers, who 
sat opposite, ‘‘we had a most eventful trip; 
a was & marriage on board, two deaths 
and——” 

“‘Any births?” interrogated the old gentle- 
man with a twinkle in his eye. 

“* No—er—no births” answered the other, in 
& manner which implied that they could have 
had one or two if they had so desired. 

‘Dear me! that’s very strange!” exclaimed 
he of the gray side whiskers, rising as the car 
slowed up at Adelaide street. 

** What is strange?” 

‘“* Why, no births. I have crossed forty-three 
times, and there have always been births on 
board.” 

The pompous note in the new fledged travel- 
er’s voice gave place to a tinge of reverence as 
the other mentioned the figures, but he asked : 

* Well, what do you call a number of births ? 
Two, three, four, or-——” 

‘*No, indeed. Why, the last time I crossed 
there were over five hundred, and-—” 

‘* What babies!” 

‘** Babies ? No, berths, sleeping berths, Here's 
my street. Good-bye.” 

A titter ran round the car as the silk hat got 
off, and the young man becamsa suddenly inter- 
ested in the morning paper. UNcLE ARTIE. 


= 


He Liked His Medicine. 





A little bit of a boy stood on the sidewalk on 
Dovercourt road the other evening with his 
cap on the back of his head, overcoat wide open 
and thrown back from his shoulders, jacket 
also open and the bitter March winds blowing 
right intohim. He stood with his little legs 
planted apart, cheerfully facing the breeze, and 
cut such a business-like figure that I asked him 
for whom te was looking. 

“Me! OI'm catching acold, and then—ah— 
and then—mother, she'll make me some butter 


If that boy lives he will succeed in life. 
ZEKE, 















Pallida Mors 


For Saturday Night. 
She lay upon the stone, her icy fingers 
Just meeting on her cold and dripping breast, 
A light upon her face like that which lingers 
Above the dying thadows in the weet. 





The April sun upon her head was gleaming, 
(A fitting crown for one who loved the day) 
Like rays of Oriental brightness streaming 
Through latticed walls and casements far away. 


Her ringless hand re-told the old, sad story, 

My weeping eyes would fain have here denied, 
I wished » radiance from the Master's glory 

Was there to drive the shadows from her side. 


Upon the slab, the water ever dropping, 
A dreary song beat into my sad heart ; 

It seemed like fleeting moments never stopping, 
Like clinging friends that never would depart. 


I saw again the flush cf childhood brighten, 
And crimson o'er again ber placid brow, 

I saw once more the blush of girlhood heighten— 
Alas! her face has naught but pallor now. 


The river weeds are in her golden tresses 
The cruel rocks have brvieed her tender breast ; 
Against her lipe, 80 wont to yield caresser, 
The winding sheet in icy folds is pressed. 
The door was opened and a stranger entered, 
Stepped scftly up and raised the clinging sheet, 
In him all interest then was deeply centered, 
Although my heart had almost ceased to beat. 


Had he betrayed a sign of exultation, 
My hand had smote him then beside her clay, 
For all my thoughts were those of adoration, 
Although his wiles had placed her where she lay. 


He stood beside the corpse so wet and diipping, 
And laid the icy hand upon his own, 
The blackened past away from him seemed slipping, 
I left him kneeling there with Death alone. 
Bert KE.uy. 


The Unforgoiten Song. 





For Saturday Night. 
Can we forget an air divinely sung, 
Or let ite pleasing echoes soon depart, 
When every note that trembled on the tongue, 
Awoke the sacred yearnings of a heart? 
The tones that linger saddest on the ear, 
Are oradied in the silence of the breast, 
And like the first awakening of a tear, 
Well up in sweet emotion long suppressed. 
A soul rekindled with a fond desire, 
Will breathe in tender music all its pain, 
While memory comes to feed the olden fire, 
With banished hopes and pleasures in her train ; 
And throbbing chords may voice a tale of love, 
Or falter with such heaviness cf woe, 
That all the chanting angels up above 
Are hushed in wonder at the song below. 
8. C. TreTuEwry. 
The Agnostic’s Bereavement. 
Por Saturday Night. 
What throes of sorrow freeze the fount of tears, 
Nor let the or stal stream cf feeling thaw 
To give me surcease cf this pent-up grief! 
My bosom aches with anguish past relief, 
And only moans rise with each breath I draw, 
While mem’ries stab me like a thousand speare. 


Ah! woe is me, and woeful must / live, 
Bereaved cf thee, my son—my only son, 
Whoee love was all I craved of this world’s joy. 
Thou wert a sturdy, ruddy-featured boy 
With limbs cf strength, hair golden as the sup, 
And every grace which health and childhood give. 


Yet thou art gone across the bridge of sighs, 
Which spans the chasm mortale dare not leap ; 
And I—I stand beside the black abyss 
To lure thee back again for one last kiss. 
For would st thou come, yea, surely I would keep 
A firmer hold of thee, thou death-won prize. 


Ob ! young thou wert—too young to tread alone 
A road that, child, thine elders fear to go. 
Could I have died with thee or gone before, 
To all the journey and ite end ¢xplore, 
Then had I learned more of than now I know 
That awful highway to the vast unknown. 


It might not be. Here must I wait and grieve ; 
Stretch forth my bands to grasp—but empty gloom 
Think thee beside me ; talk to de: f, dead walle | 
Repeat that question which my hope enthralis, 
And hear no answer from the silent tomb ; 
And—then the pang, which nothing can relieve. 


I cannot bribe my grit f as others do, 
With expectation of a time and place 
When and whereat the spirits of the dead 
Again may come together, and the thread 
Of heart communion, severed for a epace, 
Be joined afresh, while doubting it ie true. 


Will Hope dwell where her sister, Faith, has left 
Will she make consort of the sprite, Despair t 
For I am faithiees—utterly bereaved 
Of this one comfort that I once believed, 
But now cf which my heart pleads for ite share ; 
And life iteelf grows isksome, thus ber« ft. 


Hope is for him who may acoept these things. 
I know not aught beyond the pale of sense. 
My faith thrille not at promises unproved. 
I only know I had a son and loved, 
Yea, loved him with a fervor most intense, 
And when he died, love, joy and hope tock winge. 
Toronto. Witten T. Jame, 


The Arab’s Wooing. 


For Saturday Night. 

Gleams in gules and glinte of gold 

Athwart the desert’s silvery sweep 

Of sparkling eand the noonday sun ; 

Blood-red are the waves cf the parched deep, 

Where liquid laughter doth not run 

From east to wees seaweed scented ; 

Nor ealt winds witb. circling whispers 

Skim o’er the opal surface, tended 

In their flight by foam-loved birds 

That baunt the briny rocks, whence 

Bend the crooning pines full dense, 

Fringiog the ocean's jasper verge. 

Not thus the Arab’s path. Alone 

Where barrennesejand western sky merge 
Into nothingness, and one long line 

Ot faintly undulating blue marks where 

The bound’ries of the Land of Death recline 
In never nearing distance, In the glare 

Of tropic sun the’Arab‘epeeds his way. 

And wafted on the_des«rt breeze a lay 

Of love sounds weirdly sweet and olear : 

** Lone, sterile, is thy lover’atpathway o’er 
Long vistas of the sand sea’s trar quil calm ; 
Hot is the breath cf desert sweeping sand, 
That whirle in languid-listleasnese, like roar 
Of distant cataract ; a single stately palm 
Rears to the sky its feathery follage, fanned 
By the pulsating heat of summer wind, 

That issues with a dreary murmur from behind 
A soft, slow-sailing cloud that flecks 

The unmarred vastness of, the summer eky, 
And with ite fleecy whiteness decks 

The 6 ffron-tinted surface cf earth's canopy. 

I come, my love, to where the red rose 

And on the still, eweet silence of the etarlit night 
Breathes its faint fragrance mingled with thy sighs ; 
1 come, dear heart, to seek the welcome light 
And bask in limpid laughter of thine eyes, 
Soft as the brown gr zelle’s, My desert flower | 
T come! I come! rest in thy latticed bower |” 

H. Cameron Wrison, 
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Between You and Me. THR ROYAL CHILDREN OF KRUROPER. 1.—Angels’ visits are said to be few and far 


HAVE a letter before me today, 
evidently written by a person’who had 
absolutely nothing to do on Sunday 
evening, and in whom the Evil One 
found a means for my enraging, be- 

“cause this Sunday letter-writer asks 
some of the most exasperating ques- 
tions, and begs me to answer them “in 

your bright and chatty way,” in this column, 
First, ‘‘ Do you believe in thecrinoline?” Now, 
the form of that question suggests the thirty- 
nine articles and the catechism, and some 
glimmer of a hope that at least my questioner 
had been using his (it’s a man!) prayer book 
recently. I donot believe in the crinoline, in 
the same way that I believe in the articles, or 
the devil, or Mr. Gay. But in warm weather, 











a crinoline is deliciously cool and airy, and 
perhaps when I am not wearing the rainy- 
weather dress, or riding the wheel, I shall 
make a center-piece ina wire cage, and so en- 
joy myself. ‘‘Do you want street cars on Sun- 
day?” comes next. No, I don’t, but I know 
plenty of people who do, and though the advent 
- of the Sunday street car will be a long ttep to- 
wards breaking up our quiet Sunday, I don’t 
know that it will fret me enough to hurt. 
‘*‘Live and let live,” my good man, and you 
won't be half as wicked riding in a streetcar, 
Sunday, as you are writing interrogation points 
to newspaper women. ‘From your own ex- 
perience and observation, do you consider 
marriage a failure?” Certainly not, especially 
as you confide to ine that you are forty anda 
bachelor. I never really met anyone who 
sincerely wished they had abjured matrimony, 
Y. though I dare say there are lots of people who 
do wish it. That is my observation ; as to 
my experience, I don’t think it would interest 
you. Last of all comes the question which 
the Enemy put into the Sunday letter-writer’s 
min@, for his annihilation. ‘‘ What sort of a 
person should you judge me to be?” and in 
brackets a caution, (“I don’t mean you to 
judge from my writing.”) A bachelor of forty 
writing to a newspaper woman for her opinion 
of him must be a very obtuse or very trifling 
creature, a bachelor writing on Sunday, when 
he should be saying his prayers, or talking 
nicely to the girl he saw home from church ! 
Bachelors are not so plentiful in Toronto that 
we can encourage this seclusion and mis- 
directed effort. I think that man is blind to 
the finger of duty, and dead to remorse, and 







No. 25--Queen Wilhelmina of the Netherlands. 





long way. I don’t believe anyone is going to 
oppress me, but I don’t feel it necessary to be 
always pointed up likea carpet tack. A good 
many carpet tacks are stepped on accidentally 
and much hard ianguage used to them, just 
because they are too ready to assert them- 
selves. I think the carpet tack is fulfilling its 
destiny better when it is pointed down and 
holding fast the carpet in place than when 
lying pointed up, waiting to b2 stepped on. 
Don’t you ? Lapv Gay. 





To William Watson. 


For Saturday Night. 
Too avid cf those earthly crumbs of praise, 
He strove with youth’s wild will to make the gods 
Fling down from their repast the food he prays 
And clutches for, between the muses’ node. 
They gave the gift divine, and yeilded him 
The gods’ Tarpeian madness, pitying, 
Yet heartless, damned with god-'ike blessing grim : 
What would we not to gods a ransom fling ’ 
Artuur J. £TRINGER. 








Feminine Affectations. 


A Consideration of Pug Dogs, Choir Music and the 
Heart of One Algernon De Vere 

HEN 2 man hasa 

hobby, and 








No. 26--Prince Albert of Flanders. 


must have had a prophetic vision of the inevit- 
able outcome, and must have heard with pro- 
phetic ear their temples profaned by the ur- 
earthly screechings of the modern church choir. 
It would not be so bad ifthe members would 
stay within range of their capabilities and sing 
Oh Joyful, Joyful and similar ditties. But 
church choirs are ambitious and must essay 
gems from the oratorios of the great mastere, 
and by their vandalism out-Goth the very 
Goth. Shades of the mighty dead, Mendels- 
sohn, Mozart, Haydn and Handel, come forth, 
and with an icy hand stop their maudlin 
mouths, I hope to see the day when congrega- 
tions will be contented to do their own prais- 
ing, led by the inspiring strains of a grand 
organ played by a master hand. Church choirs 
aids to worship! ye gods! 

The musical girl’s sister has her soul filled 
with an awe-stricken love for the painter’s 
art. I have seen her stand before the treasures 
of the Louvre and other galleries, and heard her 
express her wonder that any person thought it 
worth while to keep the picture of that woman 
and her baby ; and I have seen her eyes dance 
with interest before a representation of a 
becchanalian feast. ‘‘They are having such 
loads of fun.” This same girl will pass, with- 
out seeing, one of nature’s many beautiful 
spots, while a water-color sketch of the same 





between ; 

And 

2.—Tke man’s whiskers being sparse of 
growth, 

5.—They are comparatively few and far be- 
tween ; 

Therefore, 

4.—They are like angels’ visits, 

This I mailed, in the firm conviction that the 
editor could not fail to perceive the point so 
clearly illustrated. And again I waited. 

I bought a copy of the next it sue of the paper, 
but it wasn’t in. I also bought ten successive 
copies for as many weekr, but still it didn’t 
appear, Every morning during this period of 
suspense, I met the postman and demanded a 
letter; but I didn’t get one. I took more 
Liverine, wrote several letters of enquiry to 
the editor and plied the postman regularly 
with the usual question, 

One day he endeavored to persuade me to 
emigrate toa place where the climate is more 
than torrid. This I refused to do, and resented 
the suggestion by pouring out the vials of my 
wrath upon him, and in the vehemence of 
my indignation I accused him of purloining the 
letter. Then I was hauled up before the beak 
on a charge of insanity. I expostulated at this 
peremptory proceeding, and read my joke in 
the open court as a proof of my sanity, where- 
upon I was committed to the lunatic asylum 
forthwith, without even the formality of a 
medical examination. 

But I escaped, and afterwards had the satis? 
faction of reading my joke in another paper, 
whose editor could appreciate genius when he 
saw it ; and this joke, with many others that 
I wrote, which are nearly as good, you may 
have read yourself in one of the many papers 
that publish my witticisms, I never sign my 
name to them, but if ever you should seea 
joke that approximates in quality to this one, 
upon which I base my reputation as a humorist, 
whether it bears another name or none at all, 
you should accredit me with the authorship, 
for only a humorist of my intellectual calibre 
can produce such joker. 

Toronto, Ont. 
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that was unanswerable and always proveda 
equelcher. I say always, because I reckon 
some retorts don’t amount to much. For 
instance, when onone occasion I remarked in 
that dry, cutting tone, you know, that pene- 
trates to the vitals of an upstart, ‘‘ Asses 
never laugh,” a smarty, just out of college, 
who wanted to show off his knowlcdge of the 
rudiments of zoology, retorted: ‘ But they 
often bray.” Now, wasn’t that a silly speech ? 
I can’t see anything in it, can you? There 
isn’t even a punin it. Yet, if you will believe 
me, everybody in the room but me chuckled 
and hee-hawed as though it had been ascintilla- 
tion from the brain of the great Momus him- 
self. I didn’t laugh—didn’t even smile; I 
couldn’t see any occasion to, 


Well, after I had preened the feathers of my 
wit and got ready to fly, so to speak, I spread 
the wings of my genius and began to soar. It 
makes me sore even now to think of it. I took 
a week off from business and went forth into 
solitude, and there, beside my camp-fire in the 
lonely wilderness, I wrote a joke. It was a 
daisy! I sat up all night reading it over to 
myself and laughing atit. Oh! it was rich. 
Then I tpent all the following day elaborating 
it. You have heard how Tennyson sometimes 
pondered over a single line for hours ? Well, 
you may guess how exquisitely finished 


WILLIAM T, JAMEs, 


+e 


Looked like Oatmeal, 


In a college boarding-house Friday evening, 
after toes were thawed and fingers unbenumbed 
(it is not in the dictionary), they told this : 

Two girls have recently come to Bates to 
board themselves and discuss conic sections 





deaf to the voice of conscience, and a reprc- wearies every 
bate, and if this isn’t “bright and chatty ” I person with | 8°ene will cend her into raptures, my joke was when I spent a whole day on it. oe - oo orale thcamalleapeane 
am sorry ! whom he comes in The gentler sex affect a Rreat many other | And how I did elaborate it! I said to myself e ae oo se ca er Dare SON eee. 
contact talking fade. There is the masculinely independent | with an emphasis born of conviction: “Iama aan a ~ tt cdl a ae 
’ ’ y 


Talking of matrimony reminds me of what a 
lady told me last Sunday. She had just been 
advising a friend not to marry. ‘* Devote your- 
self to your art,” she said, “* and don’t think of 
marriage.” Of course she did not know 
whereof she spoke, spinster as she is! but 
perhaps her friend may take her advice, as one 
does quinine capsules, with his eyes shut, and 
never question its wisdqm. But I believe he 
will “think of marriage,” feeling within him 
the heart-hunger of a healthy creature, the 
loneliness which the Great All-Father :ecog- 
nized and respected in the sinless and holy 
ways of Eden, and the need of proper feminine 
looking after. The old maid misses half of 
lite, the old bachelor misses the better half. 
Adam wanted Eve, Eve followed Adam, when 
the hard times came, and so it isto-day. The 
demand comes from the man (out upon 
women’s proposals)! but once the woman gets 


issue, 


about it, he is said 
to be possessed 
with a holy en- 
thusiasm for a 
lofty ideal. When 
& woman has a 
pet scheme, to 
which she timidly 
makes au occa- 
sional reference, 
she is said to 
gush over a cense- 
les*, sentimental 
fad. Yet the ori- 
gin of the most of 
1 il our sccial reforms 

: may be traced to 

woman's sentimentality carried to a practical 
However, it is not with women’s 








hobbies I wish to deal, but their affectatione. 


him, she recognizes that life without him 
would be very wanting. 
* 


Talking of the rainy-weather dress, I wonder 
whether it willever be worn round town just 
as Mrs. Jenness-Miller wore it? Between you 

) and me, though the pretty woman looked too 
cute for anything in it, and one could not have 
added to nor taken from any bit of it on her 
own graceful figure, there arose before me 
possibilities which fairly made my hair arise, 
should every woman wear it as its enthusiastic 
inventor predicts! Tall and thin, short and 
stout, bandy and bow, crooked and straight, 
what a spectacle would King street present, 
what a panorama would astonish some of those 
observant men in the basement cffices, who 
know now how many ladies step properly and 






I am sure there is enough of the true and hon- 


est about women to make them attractive. 


Where is the need of pretending an enthusiasm 
which they do not possess? 

I suppose I must be a very old-fashioned 
party, but I confess I would very much rather 


see an ugly, wrinkled, black-nosed specimen of 
dog flesh, known as a pug, gnawing a bone in 
his wood-shed home than to see its little fat, 
sleek body, clad in an afternoon dress of the 


newest dog style, while my dainvy lady in her 


delicate drawing-room rumples her delicate 
laces and ribbons, hugging her dear little 
doggie, and showering kisses on his dirty cold 


nose. Do not misunderstand me. I do not 
wish to deprecate one of the noblest of man’s 
instincts, a love for animals, It is a world- 


| 


girl who plays cricket, argues politics, shoots, 
and fences; but the poor little thing will 
gather up her petticoats and run like fun at the 
very approach of an innocent, harmless bit of a 
mouse, 

There is the girl who affects the invalid, 
thinking the rosy ch: eks and bounding spirits 
of perfect health are decidedly vulgar. For her 
norude winds must blow, no scorching sun 
must shine. All must be calm and bright. Ah, 
well, the experiences of life come hard to such 
a one. 

These are all affectations peculiar to women. 
What about the men? Oh, they have none; 
they are just very enthusiastic in a noble 
cause. Yes! GARRY OWEN, 

Hamilton. 





_ 


How I Became A Humorist. 





humorist, and the world must acknowledge 
the fact. This shall be my masterpiece. This 
must strike the editor as though he had been 
hit with aclub.” For, after some deliberation 
asto whether I should save it until I could 
publish a bookful, and so take the world by 
storm, or allow Puck to print it, I magnanim- 
ously decided in favor of the latter course. So 
Iappended an explanatory foot-note, lest the 
editor might not be sharp enough to see the 
point, pulled up stakes, took the next train 
tothe city, made a bee-line to the postoffice 
and mailed it by registered letter. Then I 
waited in a delirium of blissful expectation, 
alloyed only by impatience, 

Three days later, I went forth to meet the 
postman and demand a letter. I didn’t get 
one. Dittothe next morning, and the next. 
I began to get sick at the stomach, I was sure 
the letter had been miscarried, so I went to the 


don’t hang on the front gate with any Adolphus 
or any George dear. They just eat to live and 
live to learn. 

In the pantry the departed girls left some 
paraphernalia which they willed to their suc- 
cessors. 

‘‘ I'd like some oatmeal,” said one of the girls 
recently. 

‘*There’s some in the pantry that Mamie and 
Susie left,” said the other. 

They cooked and they ate it. It went down 
hard. It didn’t seem superlatively good. 

‘*I—I—” gasped one of the girls, “I don’t 
think that is real good, do you?” 

‘*N-o-0,” said the other doubtfully, “ but you 
put lots of milk on it ard it goes,” 

It went. The next day they saw the other 
girle. 

** We are indebted to you,” said they. 
ate some of your oatmeal that you left.” 





“We 


postoffice and caused a tracer to be sent out. 
Then I remembered how I had lost a night’s 
sleep toenjoy it. This brought me some relief, 
for the editor might also have dallied over it. 
However, after several more dittoes,I got a 
letter, took it to my- private room so that I 
could give unrestrained vent to exultation, 
and broke the seal. It was from the postal 
authorities, certifying that my letter had 
by some fortuitous circumstance, greatness is | reached its destination, Aftera little pang of 
achieved by degrees; so I will review my car- | disappointment, I took this as an earnest of 
eer from the time whenI made my first pun | joy in store. 

(and did all the laughing thereat) up to the event The next morning I met the postman as he 


OME great man, on being asked how 
he became a humorist, replied : ‘‘I 
guess somebody left the door open 
and I just blew into it.” I forget 
whether it was myself or Bill Nye 

who said it; I think it must have been myself, 
for I remember a puff had something to do with 
making me a celebrity. 

But while popularity may be gained in a day 


I always knew I was destined to be a humor. | Again the next morning, ditto. Then I went 
ist since the memorable time when my mother } to the doctor and he said it was my liver. 
was wont to exclaim, ‘Lor! ain't he a funny | Before I had imbibed half the contents of the 
second bottle of Liverine, the letter came, I 


they. 


“ We leave oatmeal! I guess not, sissy,” said 
“ We left nothing eatable.” 

““ Why, what was it then?” 

‘* What was what ?” 

““ Why, that stuffin the brown paper parcel 


on the second shelf, way back. Quick, what 
was it?” 


“That! Why you neverate that! What 
Why, that was bran and sawdust that dear old 


ma sent us some eggs in.” 


Two girls turned pale and war. One said: 
‘**T thought—bah !—I thought it tasted—(ooh, 


shiver)—awful chippy.” 


The other said : 

“ Girls, I've got it!” 
**Got what?” 

** Appendicitis,” said she, 


how many run down their boot heels! Some | accepted theory that mankind _ strives, | little rascal!” as she never failed todo when- : But there’sa moral, and that is that girls 
of us wouldn't be afraid of their criticisms, but | or should strive, for the well being | ever I did any cussedness that made everybody | handed the medicine to a poor fellow who was | who can discuss Paley’s Evidences ona diet 
There is a kind of | out of work and at that moment soliciting aid of sawdust can make a broad pathway down 


in spite of Mrs. Miller's artistic argument and 
her possible snowdrifts, and her own sweet 
way of stepping round, Ido think four inches 
more on the tail of that little rainy-weather 
skirt would make me feel easier in my mind! 
Now, I expect to be made sorry for letting this 
cat out of the bag, but, ladies! think of the 


varied possibilities ! 


Mrs. Jenness-Miller made some smart points 
in her two lectures last week. She is sucha 
picture of the success of her methods and the 
practicability of her beliefs that the majority 
of her hearers thought more of her own charm- 
ing self than they did of her teachings. Her 
cry for freedom for the pbysical woman is such 
a blessed change from the other shriek for free- 
dom which several spectacled and angular 
females have sent forth in this city from the 
lecture stand. I remember hearing one say, 
some years ago, “ How long shall woman be 
oppressed by the tyrant man?” and it sounded 
very funny to me. It reminded me of an angry 
little girl in New York, who came with her 
story of wrongs. “Mamma won't let me. She 
keeps me just like a prisoner, J can’t do any- 
thing Iwant. I think she’s socruel. I'd like 
a mamma, not a jailer,” and the only cause of 
all this avalanche was that the cruel jailer 
would not let her small girl go up through the 
skylight and promenade on the roof of a six- 
story house. The angular lady wanted to vote, 
and I think she and the small girl were a pair! 
I don’t think men are oppressive, not enough 
to cry over, and I think generally that they 
are pretty good to us in their law-making, 
but so many women will want to goon the 
roof and how! because they are hindered, 
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They are going to have whole conventions on 
the roof, so to speak, at the Chicago Fair this 
summer, and some of them will perhaps blow 
away. I hope not, but somehow the self- 
assertive woman always makes me feel sad. 










and happiness of the objects of his affcction. 
But as a society lady would not be at the ex- 
treme height of happiness gnawing bones ina 
dog kennel, how can she expect her dog to be 
in astate of ecstatic bliss surrounded by the 
fal-lals of fashionable life, imprisoned in a con- 


dition so foreign to his nature? Accordingly, I | 


have been forced to the conclusion that society 
dogs are not petted and fondled because of the 
immeasurable love their mistresses bear them, 


but because it is the proper caper to cuddle a | 


cog; in other words, it is an affectation. 

Girls, beware of the dog fad. For the sake 
ofthe solemn warning which it contains, let 
me tell you a story: 

** Lilian Montmorency was the /fiancee of Al- 
gernon de Vere. They loved each other dearly, 
as young people in their state of existence are 
generally supposed to do. But there was 
something in Lillan’s conduct which planted 


the seeds of jealousy down deep in Algy's | 


heart. They took root and grew and grew, 
twining their branches round untii his love 
wai choked out of its very existence. You 
ask: What was Lilian’s offence! Did she 
shamelessly flirt with a rival, forgetting her 
troth to her lover? No, dear girl, but she had 
a poodle, and whenever Algy called he was 
compelled to sit in silence and solitude, while 
she talked baby talk, and cooed and cooed to 
her dear Fido. At last poor Algy could stand 
it no longer. He said sternly: ‘ Lilian, I can- 
not share my affection with a dog; I give you 
back your freedom |’” 

But the dog is not the only affectation we 
meet with. There is the girl who “ just dotes 
on music.” She attends all the concerts of the 
season, and during the recital of that master- 
plece of corrowfal emotions, the Sonata Parhi- 
tique, she is heard to remark: “I always did 
love Wagner's music, it is so awfully jolly.” 

This same girl goes to church just to hear 
the music; ‘‘It issuch an aid to worshipful 
For my own part, I must 








else in the house mad. 
spontaneous wit about a man or boy who has 
the true spirit of humor in him, that only 
waits to be relieved of the pressure of restraint 
to bubble over like a boiling pot and excite 
others to laughter. I could feel itin myself; 
in fact, I could hardly keep itin. But when I 
took the lid off—as I invariably did when any- 
body gave me an opportunity—many a time, 
after the snickers and sneers had subsided, 
have I cursed the fate that singled me out for 
distinction as a genius, for genius, unrecog- 
nized, is a very sorry acquisition to its owner. 
Inborn wit isa match for ridicule at any time, 
and I would get back at them with: ‘“ Asses 
never laugh.” This was a fine bit of sarcasm 


of me, went to my room and broke the seal— 
also my heart. 

My joke was returned. 

Then I took a whole bottle of Liverine at one 
draught. 

When I had recovered and hope again inflated 
my bosom, I sat down and drew a diagram of 
the joke, which was as follows : 

“Why is a man with a sparse growth of 
whiskers like angels’ visits? Because they are 
few and far between.” 

DIAGRAM OF JOKE, 

A man with a sparse growth of whiskers is 

like angels’ visi’ s— 


which placed me on the pedestal of fame. left the office to make his first delivery. Ditto. 
| 
| Because 


Sable Subterfuge. 


omc AED 





ae Ney ire. 
Sambo— Why yo’ wuhkin’ so busy dis a mawnin’? 


hater 
Pn 


the corridors of time if you give them a chance, 
So look out for our sawdust girls.— Lewiston 
Journal, 


Will They Be Dolts and Dullards ? 





Everyone who is not a schoolmaster is aware 
that a young Englishman knows almost noth- 
ing of the literature of his own land, and what 
little he does know, dislikes, because he has 
had atschool to translate it into Latin. It is 
most humiliating to hear an American youth 
discourse upon this matter while our own ‘ons 
sit mum and glum. Efforts have been made of 
late to find out what our boys do read for their 
own pleasure, and the result of these enquiries 
seems to be that they read the accounts of 
prize fights, 

One head master tries to prove that this is 
derived from the influence of Homer, but it is 
much more likely that it comes from a perusal 
of the sporting newspapers and the general 
devotion to athletics. From whatever cause it 
arises, it is certainly true that while there is no 
deficiency of good poetry and good fiction 
among us, the rising generation cares for 
neither. 

It is, indeed, high time that our pedagogues 
should bestir themselves to remove this re 
proach from our sons, lest from them should 
arise a race of utter dolts and dullarde. One is 
sorry to see, however, that English literature 
is to be introduced by English grammar, a cer- 
tain method of rendering it unpopular; the 
grammar should be learned through the litera- 
ture, and, indeed, in its technical and gerund 
grinding sense does not require to be learned 
atall. [ have knuwn most of the best writers 
of English during the last half century, and 
not one of them ever so much as held an Eng- 
lish grammar in his hand.— London Ilustrated 
News. 





After Dr. What’s-His-Name. 


( wadays, no one howls about the | thought, you know.” oe : sin desde 
meena the shoe is on the other foot. | acknowledge a feeling of deep sympathy with | —_ncle Bem (without stopping)— "Cause I don't want to wu Little graine of powder, 
our Presbyterian fathers when they protested Uncle Ben—Dere’s Col, Massey comin’ to get me to wuhk foh him to-day, an’ I wants to Make the mixhty beavens 


Women are not a success as tyrants, but they 


sometimes essay the role. A little of it goes a | against the iniquitous 


** kist o’ whustles.” They 


make him fink I’s too busy heah.— Puck. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

‘\WAs LOST AND IS FOUND WAS DEAD AND IS 
ALIVE AGAIN.” 

One of the sharpest agonies of shipwrecked 

men afloat is the passing of ships whose look- 


out they have been unable to attract. The 


ca-tles in the air. 

Sitting there upon the quay while David 
passed, he was apparently watching the newly 
moored ship, with the busy coming and going 
of sailors and merchants, or looking out over 
the broad lagoons ; but in reality Alan saw none 


morning has come with the cry, ‘‘A sail! a | of the sights t'sat lay immediately under his 
sail!” The day has been spent in making | eyes, heard none ofthe various sounds ail about 
signals. The night has fallen with the sea once | him. He saw a grave in the bosom of the forest 
more a watery desert. of Heart’s Delight ; hesaw between the outlet of 

David Keith and his companion, Matt White, | the cavern and the loz hut where he and Pre- 
of the Welsh Back, had no means of signaling. | die and his companions of the captured Anne 

They had neither mast nor oar. They were | of Dartmouth had whiled away the winter, a 
adrift upon the ocean without any power to | certain clump of trees and rock where he had 
direct or control their boat. Matt would stand | buried his own honest savings apart from the 
up now and then and wave 4 handkerchief, piratical plunder of the Bristol trader, the St. 

He did this, however, more by way of com- | Dennis, and other prizes. 
forting his companion in misfortune than with recognized instinct of;honor that had induced 


any hope of winning the attention of anything him to keep his own money apart from the 
treasures of the crews; it might have been 


conceived in the spirit of fair play with the 
view to the ultimate division stipulated for in 
the articles of agreement between him and his 
trived to turn one of the boat's seats into a | men. Some vague idea of devoting this hon- 
est gold tothe memory of his wife may have 
But as he sat on this bright 
winter's day, regardless of the chill air that 
came in little gusts of searching wind from the 
Adriatic, apparently much engrossed in the 
Eldorado, or the shivering lagoons, he experi- 
encouraged his young companion to hope, for | enced no particular feeling in regard to the 
he argued, as if the idea had only just occurred difference between the treasures in Wilderness 
Creek and the hidden box on the way to the 
hut with its surrounding bit of garden, now 
no doubt wiped out with weeds, and shrubs, 
He had predicted the loss of the | and underwood of all kinds. He felt a craving 
to unearth the strange jumble of gold and 
precious stones, of silver cups and golden orna- 


What were omens for? he argued. They were | ments, of laces and silks, and other textiles, 


or anybody within their horizon of vision. 
Furthermore, he gave David the benetit of his 
nautical observations as to their latitude and 
longitude, and by the help of his knife he con- 


rudder, with which he professed to steer the 
voat, telling David that all they had to do was 
to keep in the track of ships. 

Matt White was a kind-hearted old fellow, 
and without the slightest faith in the possi- 
bility of their being picked up, he nevertheless 


influenced him 


to any human being, that while there was life 
a man Had no right to despair. 

Mait knew he was doomed. He said so be- 
fore sailing. 
Morning Star. It was a cruel law that com- 
pelled a man to go on board a doomed ship. 
to guide the mariner. Why did cats meet a | embroideries, and strange spices. 
man when he was going on board? and why 
did pigs also give warning? Because they were 
80 ordained ; and as fora dream, it was no‘h- 
ing short of impiety to disregard the forecast 
of a voyage when it was accompanied with 
other signs and tokens of disaster. Bat there, 


was the sole inheriter of the secret treasure, 


who wouldnt be advised, and the mate and all 


time and hope for the best. 
Not exactly in these words, but to this effect, 


David slept; and curiously enough the lad 


drift away from the scene of the wreck. €On | Demon's Ridge. 
the other hand, Matt White could not sleep a 


wink, 


was as empty of them as his own hopes, much 
as he pretended to the contrary. 


athunderstorm. The sea was not rough. It 
rose and fell with a strange uniformity of mo- 
tion, without breaking. The rain had assuaged 


had caught it in his hands and laughed over it. 
He had been more or less feverish from the 
first. David had held his face up to the great 


tropic-like drops, and was refreshed. this is David our dear son!’” 


fire the waters. There was no stir in the air, | the damps and weeds of the sea. 
Matt said another storm was brewing. At 
night there came a heavy mist. It broke now this. 


and then into ghostly form. David once more 


faint and weak. He tricd to rise, and found 


look out into the night just as he did when he | barriers within which slept the ocean city, re 


could see in the daytime. 
mumble and chuckle. Once he awoke David | the harbor of Wilderness Creek. 


with his singing. It was an old s¢ta-song that 


memory. 


capable of thought. 


boat watching Matt, who was in aragingfever, | dead. 
tofancy every cloud a sail. He hailed them with | the sailors’ retreat near the Arsenal. 
cries and laughter. He thought they signaled | 
him. He answered them; he shouted the 
name of the foundered vessel; at least he | 
thought he shouted it, but his voice was a 


short of miraculous ; 


his mouth. 
After an hour or two of this mad exercise, 
waving his arms and answering signals, le | 


had neither the strength aor the inclination to 
attempt his rescue. He stared vacantly at the 
empty place which Matt White had filled a | pres:ed by the lad’s handsome face and digni- 
moment before, and then shut his eyes as he | fled figure, 
thought—if he thought at ali—in death. He| They had dressed him in sailor garb, some- 
remembered no more until he found himself | thing between a pirate and a blue jacket, and 
in the cabin of an Italian vessel homeward | the highest compliment they could pay him 
bound for Venice. | was to say that he was the veau ideal of an 
When heawokehethought he wasin Hartley's | Italian youth, his hair black, his eyes dark and 
Row ; then he thought he was on the Morning | sofc, his face of an olive complexion, and his 


Star after a bad dream. Trying to move he | f¢rm as lithe as that of a young fawn. A 
felt his body stiffand sore. He looked round | Moravian from the Lido who visited the house 


the cabin and noticed that there was another | Of charity said he was worthy to be the hero 


bunk in it, and that by his side were medicine | Of @ poem by their great and learoed Byron, 
bottles, and wine glasses and a soup basin. 


| 


He | who some years previously had lived among 
turned over and tried to collect his faculties, | them, glorifying their language and worship- 
The effort was too much for him, and it was | ing Venice. 
many hours before he again becam: sensible of | Perhaps the Moravian found an added beauty 
his surroundings. in David for the reason that the young fellow 
. . . . : | was a Protestant, and while respectful to the 
It was one of these curious tricks of Fate | priests let them understand that he and his 
that are common encugh, however startling | were of the Keformed faith. But Father 
they may seem, that Alan Keith should have | Lavello found the boy tolerant and gentle, the 
been sitting on the quay when the captain of | more so when he informed him that he had 
the barque Eldorado walked by with a young known his mother and father, had confessed 
fellow leaning upon his arm. They were on them in the days of their courtship, and 
their way to a certain charitable refuge for un- | blessed them at the altar of the Holy Catholic 
fortunate sailors, the boy being no other than | Church whi:n they became man and wife. 
Alan's son, whom Father Lavello was moving ‘'That ie,” aaid the cure, “if you are, as I 
heaven and earth to find, and for whom the | make no doubt, the son of Alan and Hannah 
released prisoner of Tafilet had begun to build ‘ Keith, of Heart’s Delight.” 


It was some half- 































































His memory carried him back with singular 
clearness, and considering ail that had hap- 
pened he had not the remotest doubt that he 


Once a transient shadow of fear crossed his 
mind in the form of Lester Bentz, and even in 
it was all over, the ship had gone, the captain | his present penitential mood he wished he had 
killed him. At the same time he came to the 
the crew, except him and the one passenger ; | conclusion that Bentz could not possibly have 


and all they had to do was to wait God's own | known of the hiding of the treasure, and it 
seemed to him that making them part of the 


dead, givingthem memorials of mortality, was 
Matt White communed with himself while | a sufficient disguise for all time, apart from the 
inaccessibility of the spot and the superstitious 


slept for many hours after the boat began to | dread which belonged to Nasquappe and 


** My son,” he said to himself, as he wandered 
He watched and talked, grew hungry | homewards, taking the narrow, unfrequented 
and athirst, fancied he saw sails when the sea | ways of the city, and pausing now and then to 
exchange some curious or friendly greeting, 
‘“my son David, it is time ye came for your in 
The sun was hot all day, and at night the | heritance; I canna live much longer; I feel 


breez2 was sultry. Oa the next day there was | ghostly warnin’s ; noo that I hae made my peace 
wi’ Almighty God and His Blessed Son, it’s 


like I mae be caa’d at ony moment. It’s borne 
in upon my distracted mind that I'll see thee 
the thirst of the two waifs of the sea. Matt | soon, an’I ken thy face, my dear, as weel as if 
I'd seen it a’ my days; I hae seen it i’ the spirit, 
thy mither leadin’ thee by the hond and sayin 
in her ain sweet hevanely voice, ‘ Alan love, 
That night in 

One desire satisfied, then came hunger. The | his dreams Alan saw his wife and son again, 
next day was burning hot. The sun seemed to | and this time David was no longer wet with 


A strange unrest took possession of him after 
He wandered forth into the cold night, 
took Atilio’s boat and rowed himself down the 
slept, but awoke every now and then feeling | Grand Canal, and let the wind toss him upon 
the waves of the incoming tide away past the 
that his limbs were stiff and painful, Matt | quay where the Eldorado was lying and out 
was always busy, whether David slept or not, | upon the lagoons towards the Lido. The 
He would shade his eyes with his hands and | thunder of the Adriatic beating upon the sandy 


Then he would | called to him the rollers of the Atlantic outside 


It was on the next day that the English 
he was trying to remember, ever harking back | Consul, who had taken an interest in Father 
for the words, and always chuckling when he | Lavello’s enquiries, called upon him at his tem- 


thought he had snatched them out of his fading | porary lodging in Venice, to acquaint him with 
| the landing of a young Englishman who said 


On the third day David felt asif he were his name was David Keith, and that he had 
dying, so weak, so hopeless, so empty, so in. | been picked upin an open boat on the home- 
| ward voyage of the Eldorado, famished with 
He lay with open eyes in the stern of the | cold and hunger, and for a time thought to be 
He had, however, survived his terrible 
It was his particular mania ia these last hours | Privations, and was now in kindly hands at 


Father Lavello went at once to investigate 
this information, which seemed to him nothing 
though, to be sure, it 
might have chanced that some other ship had 
hoarse whisper, his tongue clove to the roof of | picked up the lad and taken him to some other 
port. The Consul said something noble in the 
aspect of the young fellow, despite his micer- 
able plight, had stimulated the usually benevo- 
suddenly flung himself into the sea. David | lent sentiments of sailors towards any unfor- 
tunate victim of the sea, and for himself he 
was bound to say that he also was much im- 





**So far as I krow,” said David, ‘‘1 am. Miss 
Mumford, who nursed me and carried me to 


*Eogiand, told meso, and I was on my way to 


Newfoundland to claim my patrimony when I 
was wrecked.” 

** Indeed ! You have some special authority?” 

‘The authority of the trustees under the 
will of my grandfather, David Plympton.” 

° oe Yes ! »” 

‘* Proved, I believe, in the Courts of my chief, 
Mr. Waveny Petherick of Yarmouth.” 

“ Yes,” said the priest, “with whom you 
were articled to the law?” 

* You seem to know me well,” said David, 
smiling. ‘It isstrange to ba shipwrecked and 
brought into Venice to meet one who knew 
my parents and who has knowledge of me 
also,” 

“Tt is,” said the priest, ‘“‘and who until 
lately had kept trace of you and record for the 
sake of the old days when you were an infant, 
and your father and mother were members of 
his flock, Strange! Yes, the ways of God 
are strange to mortal man ; the prayers of your 
saintly mother have been heard, her inter- 
cession has borne fruit, for the Almighty 
Father is no respecter of persons where the 
holy intercession of the Biessed Virgin is 
obtained, and her voice can prevail even 
though the sinner be Protestant and outside 
the pale. Nay, my son, spare me thy answer. 
Let us give Almighty God thanks for this 
miracle of thy preservation,” 

David felt himself subdued by the earnest 
words and manner of the priest, only ventur- 
ing to remark that he hoped he had been spared 
for some good work in the world, 

“A pious and worthy ambition,” said the 
priest, ‘‘ and besureit isso; your future should 
be remarkable for good, for you have been 
miraculously saved, and for such a meeting in 
thiacity of marvels as your wildest dreams can 
hardly have forecasted. That you area Pro- 
testant and desire it to be so known, argues a 
certain piety ; itis the man of no religion, the 
infidel, the scoffer, for whose soul the Church 
is most solicitous. You have prayed to God? 
You have thanked God for your deliverance?” 

“Yes, with all my heart and soul,” said 
David, catching something of the religious 
tone of the priest’s manner. ‘‘Surely the worst 
of God’s creatures would have done that had 
he been raised from the dead as I have been, for 
my preservation almost amounts to that, the 
doctor said so only yesterday when we parted ; 
and, in truth, when I last shut my eyes in that 
boat at sea it was to die, and when I awoke it 
was as if I had been dead and had come to life 
again.” 

‘*Was lost and is found, was dead and is 
alive again,” said the priest. 

‘‘T wish your reference applied in full to my 
case, sir,” said David, ‘‘even though I should 
be called a prodigal and had herded with 
swine,” 

‘“*Who shall say what a merciful and all-see- 
ing God may not have instore for you? I am 
surely His messenger to you in this miraculous 
deliverance. Are youstrong enough to receive 
tidings of as great joy as that of yourown 
deliverance to those who shall learn of it when 
most they think you lost? Your foster. mother, 
for exaniple.” 

** And the girl who is batrothed to me,” sa d 
David; ‘‘they will hear of the loss of the Morx- 
ing Star, and it will break their hearts.” 

‘“*We must take means to acquaint them of 
your safety,” said the cure. ‘I will obtain the 
aid of the English Consul for that purpose 
without delay.” 

‘Thank you, oh, thank you,” said David, 
more deeply moved than he had yet shown him- 
self. 

‘“*You are very young to marry,” said the 
priest. 

“When one loves sincerely, and Elmira’s 
father is willing, and my foster-mother ap- 
proves, and Mr. Waveny Petherick does not 
object, and one can provide a home, a year one 
way or the other is no serious matter?” 

David made this statement rather in the 
way of asking a question than propounding a 
decision. 

‘*Perhaps not,” said the cure; ‘‘since you are 
so far p'edged, let us hope there can be no other 
objection.” 

“What a blessing it is that my London 
trustee sailed betore me, or rather not in the 
Morning Star. He was to prepare the way for 
my coming and meet the Morning Star at 


Halifax.” 
‘* It cannot be but the Divine hand is strongly 


answer me. Are you strong enough to receive 
a further shock, not an unhappy, one but a 
shock? 1 am somethiog of a physician, let me 
see,” 

He took David's hand and felt his pulse. 
** We must not put you back into afever. A 
little rest and I will come to you again,” 

‘*Tl am strong enough for anything, sir,” said 
David ; *“‘have no fear forme. I think I have 
passed a physical examination that should 
answer forme. You have something strange 
to tell me, something you are anxious to dis- 
close. What is it?” 

David drew himself up and faced the priest, 
recalling to Father Lavello the figure of the 
settler who, in the stormy days of Heart's D;- 
light, deflei Admiral Ristack, and softened 
only at thought of his saintly wife, the rose of 
that desert by the sea. 

“TI will take you at your word. Pat this 
cloak about you and come with me,” 

The cure took up acloak that was hanging 
upon the wall and they went out together. 

“The air is chilly,” said the priest, “It is 
not always summer, even in Venice.” 

He beckoned for a gondola. David took a 
seat in the gloomy-looking boat. The priest 
following directed the solitary gondolier to the 
Turkish Palace, and sat silently contemplating 
the water and the procession of buildings with 
their vistas of back canals, and collecting his 
thoughts for the coming interview of father 
and son. 

Alan Keith sat smoking in his decayed yet 
palatial room. He had folded his long, gaber- 
dinish coat about him; round his neck was 
closely wrapped a crimson silk scarf. He was 
sitting in atallarm-chair that had an elabor- 
ately carved back. At his elbow was aemall 
table upon which lay an open book. The room 
was large, with pillars and a vestibule at one 
end, and an alcove-bed at the other, where 
Alan was sitting. The walls were gay with 
the colors of half-defaced frescoes. There we r 


in all this,” said the cure; ‘‘but you did not | 


’ as tallas hisfather. The gondolier told David 
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heavy tapestried portieres over the doorways;| Haye you seen the Beautiful Steel 


and small windows here and there blinded 
with dust. The marble floor was in lovely tone 
from an artistic point of view, and it was 
covered here and there with mats and rugs. 

‘‘ Alan,” said the priest, having bidden David 
remain within shadow of the vestibule, “ our 
prayers and the intercession of your saintly 
wife with the Holy Mother of God have pre- 
vailed.” 

Alan turned his bright eyes towards the 
priest as if inviting further speech. 

‘“* Be calm dear friend,’ was the cure’s re- 
sponse. 

“ Tam calm,” said Alan, laying down his‘long 
pipe. “* What isit?” 

** God has sent your son to Venice,” said the 
priest. 

‘* Praised be His holy name!” Alan replied, 

The priest stepped back to beckon David, who 
came forward. 

“‘ This is you, father,” said the priest. 

“David, I expected you,” said the father, 
controlling himself with a mighty effort, but 
only fora moment. “I expected you.” 

David looked at his father, and a sharp cry 
of surprise escaped him. 

“Oh, my God!” Alan exclaimed, stepping 
towards the boy and opening his arms. David 
burat into tears and buried his face in the old 
man’s neck, 

Father Lavello stealthily withdrew. 

Alan rocked the tall fellowin his arms and 
crooned in a pathetic way over nim for some 
moments, and then thrust him apart to gaze 
upon him, 

‘* My dear David, my son, my ain son, what a 
miracle! After a’ these neart-oreakin’ years 
to see ye in the flesh, to hear your voice! Eh 


man, but I hae nae heard your voice. Speak to | 


me, David.” 

“* Father,” said the lad. 

“Aye, but gae on; tell me where ye hae 
come frae, talk to me! I hae hard wark to 
keep myself frae yellin’ oot like a maniac.” 

“Sit down, father,” said David, “ and calm 
yourself,” 

“Don’t leave me, lad!” exclaimed Alan ; 
‘‘where’s your mither? Hannah, ye hae 
brought him hame, but ye hae left us!” 

Alan sat down in his chair again, still keep- 
ing David's hand in his. 

David looked round the room, and felt too as 
if he might have lost his senses, as if he had 
eaten of the insane root, so many strange 
things had happened to him siace he went by 
coach to Bristol and took his berth on board 
the Morning Star. 

“Forgive me, David, if I amna quite mysel’, 
Yesee yoursainted mither has brought ye to 
me eae often in my dreams that it seems as if 
she too might be here, though I ken weel 
enough she’s dead and buried years and years 
agone. Nae, lad, I'll be mysel’ in a minute.” 

The gaunt figure once more rose up and stood 
by the side of the young lithe waif of the sea. 

“Tek houd of my arm; let us walk about 
and pinch oorsels and be sure we are awake,” 
he said, pulling the boy's arm within his own 
and pacing the apartment with him. 

‘Ye think me a strange father; some 0’ 
these foolish kind folk in this city call me the 
mad Englishman ; I'm nae mad, David, though 
I might ha’ been excused for such a fa’ con- 
siderin’ what I hae gane through. I’m neither 
mad nor poor, David; ye shall find I'm rich, 
my son, rich, far mair than even Lavello 
dreams; I hae been waiting to tell ye; I hae 
toud them nought, Javello kens a little, but 
it’s nought to what I hae got to tell ye, David ! 
But ye look faint, ye are nae strong ; we'll hae 
some food aud drink. Hello, there, Atilio, 
Terese. We'll kill the fatted calf, David ; we'll 
open our best wine—-we'll drink and be merry 


—was lost and is found—was dead and is alive | 


again.” 
Once more overcome with excitement Alan 


staggered back to his seat, and David soothed 
him with filial words of comfort, 

“I’m just an aud fool,” said Alan presently. 
‘*I thought I was what the priest ca’s a stoic, 
and I'm just an aud fool. David, sit ye doon 
and feel your at hame, and I'll just mek an 
effort to be mysel’, Eh, but it’s sae long sin I 
had ye for a son. It just drives me wild to 


think o’ it.” | 


The gondolier and his wife came running in, 

“Quick,” said Alap, “food and wine; all 
ye've got; the fatted calf—the best of every- 
thing ; this is my son.” 

He rose up with a haughty wave of his bony | 
hand as he made this declaration, 

The Italian servants expressed their surprise | 
and delight. Terese said the young signor was 
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my good friend and confessor, Father Lavello, 
who kenned ye when ye were just a baby.” 

For the moment Alan had forgotten that it 
was the priest who had brought his son to 
him. 

““My dear David Keith,” said the cure, “I 
congratulate you upon this happy meeting.” 

“But I’m forgeeting,” said Alan, ‘and ye 
mun forgie me for I’m a leetle beside mysel’ ; 
it was you, dear friend, who found him, you 
who have been God's instrument of kindness 
in a’ this. Forgie me. David, I'd nivver -_ 
seen ye again but for Yather Lavello,” 

‘‘ The good father came to me at the Home, 
where the captain secured me a lodging,” said 
a “‘and has earned my eternal grati - 
tude.” 


vants came in with some smoking dishes, 
“ Father Lavello, this is the feast, nae, I willna 
say for the prodigal son, I'll just say for the 
prodigal father ; and I wish it was a better re- 
past ; but we'll make up for it in the choicest 
Chianti. Come noo, let’s fa’ to. I ken this lost 
and is foond, God bless him, is both ahungered 
and athirst.” 

Father Lavello asked a blessing upon the 
feast, and the three fell to heartily, 

During the meal, David, responding to his 
father's questions, gave him some particulars 
of his life and his adventure in the Morning 
Star. Although he had spoken of Elmira to 
the priest he made no mention of her over din- 
ner. Something made him pause when her 
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world, Teress added that dinner was nearly 





ready, and proceeded with Atilio’s assistance 
to drag forth a table near the stove and begin 
tolay the cloth. Father Lavello, as the ser- 
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Music. 


\ OVERS of organ music 
will be interested to 
learn that a movement 
is on foot to secure for 
the new Massey Music 
Hall a large concert 
organ which shall an- 
swer for Toronto much 
the same purpose as 
corporation organs do 
in several c'ties in Eng- 
land. I have not yet 
learned by what means 
it is proposed to raise 
the funds for this laud- 
able move, whether by an appeal tothe City 
Council, a citizens’ subscription, or private 
donation, but whatever methods may be 
adopted I wish the scheme every possible suc- 
cess. An important consideration should not 
be lost sight of in this connection. The new 
Music Hall should be supplied with an instru- 
ment of much grander proportions and capabi- 
lities than any at present existing in the city. 
Unless the specifications call fora more complete 
and comprehensive scheme than that possessed 
by any of our churches, the proposed organ 
would not prove a lasting factor as a concert 
attraction. An instrument costing, perhaps, 
$20,000. constructed on the most approved 
modern plan, should answer the purpose ade- 
quately, but a less expenditure of money would 
ba a mistake if an organ is desired which 
would worthily represent the musical ambition 
of Toronto, 





Interesting organ recitals have been given 
from time to time by resident orzanists, on 
different church instruments, and sufficient has 
been demonstrated thereby to prove that under 
favorable circumstances a genuine apprecia- 
tion of, and love for, organ music might be 
fostered if this city. Ina some churches per- 
mission is readily granted organists to hold 
regular recitals, but this does not apply in all 
cases. Asa consequence, several of the finest 
organs in the city are only to be heard during 
church services or on some special but seldcm 
recurring concert occasion. Mr. W. E. Fair- 
clough’s recitals during the past season in All 
Saints’ church were the most comprehensive 
series of organ performances given in 
this city for some years at least. The 
steady increase in the number of hearers 
who attended these recitals monthly, seemed 
to indicate that even weekly concerts 
inaugurated in Toronto something after the 
pattern of the recitals given in St. George’s 
Hall, Liverpool, or Leeds Town Hall, would 
result most satisfactorily in every way. 
Organists who are now debarred from giving 
regular recitals on their own church organs 
would be glad of the opportunity offered by 
the use of such an organ as should be placed in 
the new Music Hall. The usefulness of such an 
instrument would not, of course, be restricted 
to organ recitals. The combination of orchestra 
and organ in oratorio accompaniments could be 
made grandly effective, and frequent use would 
no doubt be made of the proposed organ in 
this way. I trust that the movement may be 
energetically carried forward and crowned with 
success, 


Arthur Nikisch, the famous conductor of 
the Boston Symphony Orchestra, which under 
his baton has become the finest organiza‘ion 
of its kind in the United States, has accepted 
the position of director general of the Royal 
House, Buda Pesth, and leaves for Europe 
about June l. It will be found a difficult mat 
ter to flad a successor who will combine with 
the musical qualities of Nikisch the per- 
sonal magnetism which made him a power 
among his men. The position to which Mr. 
Nikisch is appointed is one of the most impor- 
tant of its kind in Europe. That he will fill it 
well goes without saying. Under his direction 
the Opera at Leipz'g gained a_ reputa- 
tion some years ago which placed it 


in the very front rank of = similar 
leading establishments of the world. Since his 
departure from Leipzig, however, a policy of 


retrenchment in expenses has seriously affected 
the artistic standing of grand opera perform- 
ances in that city. Many of my readers will 
recollect the grand old days in the solid Saxon 
city, when with Nikisch at the helm as 
conductor-in-chief, and Mahler (who captivated 
London last season) as sub-conductor, per 
formances were given nightly, the memory cf 
which will never be effaced. This was when 
such artists as Moran-Olden, Sthamer 
Andriessen, Baumann, Artner, Grengg, 
Hedmondr, Perron and Schelper, filled the 
leading roles in performances which 
attracted enthusiasts from all parts 
of Europe. There are rumors. afloat 
that Dr. Hans Richter will be off-red the posi- 
tion left vacant by Mr. Nikisch in Boston, The 
Boston Symphony Orchestra has for years been 
a source of inspiration to thousands of music- 
lovers in all parts of the continent, so that the 
appointment of a new conductor is an event of 
continental interest. 
. 

The rausic hall of the Toronto College of 
Music was crowded to the doors on Thursday 
evening of last week, on the occasion of a 
recital given by the elocutionary department 
of the college, assisted by Mrs. Lee, Miss Top 
ping and Miss McKinnon, pianists, and Miss 
Rutherford and Miss May Taylor, vocalists. 
Miss Dunn, the teacher of elocution at the 
College, deserves highest praise for the excel- 
lent manner in which the various recitations 
were rendered by her pupils. Among those 
who took part in the readings were Misses 
Springer, Brown, Halden, Butcher and Land, 
all of whom gave evidenca of unmistakable 
talent and careful training. Miss Topping and 
Mrs, Lee, pupils of Mr. H. M. Field, rendered 
several piano solos very artistically. The same 
may be said of Miss McKinnon, a pupil of Mr. 
Torrington, The vocal numbers by Miss 
Rutherford and Miss Taylor added much to 
the enjoyment of a thoroughly enjoyable even 
ing. 


On the same evening an interestihg piano- 
forte recital was given at the Conservatory of 
Music by Miss Ruby Preston, A.T.C.M., a 
pupil of the Director, Mr. Edward Fisher. 
Miss Preston's numbers included compositions 
by Beethoven, Chopin, Judassohn, Hollaender, 
and Sterndale Bennett, in all of which her | 











































son has sung in high-class concerts in all the 
best cities of Europe has sung before royalty 
in S*. Petersburg, Berlin, and Milan, and be- 


fore the Sultan of Turkey. The fame of Mme. 
Mapleson is such that nothing need be said of 
her, but of her company something may be 
said. It is very strong, including Mlle, Thea- 
Dorri, prima donna contralto of the Milan 
Opera House and Royal Italian Opera, Covent 
Garden ; Herr Berthald Barron, primo tenor, 
from the German and Italian opera houses ; 
Signor Luigi Viviani, who for the past fifteen 
years has cc ‘upied the position of primo basso 
at all the principal Italian op2ra houses, not 
only in Europe but also in South America. 
Last winter he was engaged by Messrs. 
Abbey & Grau, and shared the role of Mephis- 
topheles and other bass roles with the world- 
famous Edouard de Reszke. Herr Jacques’ 
Friedberger, solo pianist, has achieved great 
distinction in his art. Asa boy in Vienna his 
pronounced talent attracted such attention as 
to gain for him the envied position of court 
pianist to the Emperor of Austria; later he 
conducted the Beethoven symphony concerts. 
He now excels, not only as a solo pianist, but 
in the difficult art of accompanying and con- 
ducting. Friday afternoon's programme will 
be repeated Saturday evening, and Friday even- 
ing’s programme will be sung again Saturday 
afternoon. Mme. Mapleson and all the mem- 
bers of her company wi! render or share in 
concert numbers in the early half of each per- 
formance, concluding one programme with the 
entire third act of Gounod’s opera Faust, and 
the other with the second act of Flotow's opera 
Martha. I have seen the programme of the 
concert numbers to be sung and my expectancy 
is whetted. The plan of seats opens at Nord- 
heimer’s at 10 o'clock Saturday morning, 
March 25. ' 


Mme. Nordica when last here left such an 
impression on the many hundreds who heard 
her superb voice, that dozens of the public 
have requested Messrs. Suckling to arrange 
with her management before leaving for 
London one more appearance in Toronto. 
Mme. Nordica fully justified the high praise 
with which she was heralded. No more 
charming singer has been heard here. Being 
still young and beautiful, she is undoubtedly 
one of the best dramatic sopranos of the day. 
Emil Fischer, the distinguished basso, is also 
with the Nordica Concert Company. We can- 
not recall ever having heard his equal, he 
having a wonderful compass and a splendid 
round tone unusual about a bass, The 
prim»? virtuoso of the company is Herr Franz 
Rummel, one of the most distinguished living 
pianists, he being able to interpret works of all 
the great misters ; consequently great interest 
is béing expressed to hear Rummel. Isidore 
Luckstone is also with the company. 



























































































































playing was characterized by firmness and 
accuracy as well as delicacy of touch, com- 
bined with an intelligent appreciation of the 
beauties of the different numbers performed by 
her. The serenade and finale from Sterndale 
Bennett's trio Op. 26,in which Miss Preston 
was assisted by Signor Dinelli and Mr. John 
Bailey, was a beautiful bit of ensemble work. 
Vocal numbers were contributed during the 
evening by Miss Amy Berthon, a pupil of 
Madame D'Auria, and Miss Ida Walker 
and Mr. J. Martin, pupils of Signor D'Auria, 
all of whom gave pleasure to the large audi- 
ence present, who testified to the fact by loud 
applause after each number. 


Miss Norma Reynolds has been appointed 
leading soprano of the Trinity Methodist 
church, Bloor street west. Miss Reynolds, who 
studied for some years with Mr. W. Elliott 
Haslam, formerly of this city, now resident in 
New York, was for two years principal soprano 
at St. James’ Cathedral, a position which she 


filled most sa*isfactorily. 
* 


Messrs. Vert and Harriss, the enterprising 
impressarios to whom we were indebted for 
the recent appearance of the two great Datch 
artists, Wolff and Hollmann, have arranged 
for the early appearance in Canada of the 
famous African choir which has just made so 
successful a tour through England. This body 
of Kafferinian singers recently sanz before Her 
Majesty the Queen, who afterwards addressed 
them, expressing the great pleasure she felt at 
receiving them at Osborne, and her admiration 
of their excellent singing. The novelty of this 
combination will doubtless attract large num- 
bors to hear them in their tour through this 
country. 


I am sorry to learn that it is the intention of 
Mr. Joseph Gould of Montreal, proprietor of 
the Arcadia Art Journal, to cease publication 
of that deserving periodical. The Arcadia was 
one of the very few Canadian publications 
which presumed to be critical. The musical 
correspondence from various cities of the con- 
tinent, including Toronto, was a most inter- 
esting feature of Arcadia’s contents. The 
regular contributions from Toronto’s corres- 
pondent, Viola, were particularly interest- 
ing b>cause they dared to be critical ; some- 
times unnecessarily severe, perhaps, but all 
the more useful for that reason and a refresh- 
ing variance from the fulsome flattery which 
so often follows iocal perfo-minces both good 
and bad. 


7 

Th» World of March 17 contains an able 
editorial on the subject of Toronto music at the 
World's Fair, in which the proposed trip of the 
Philharmonic Society to Chicago is cleverly 
discussed from @ common-sense standpoint. 
The writer of the article does not support the 
idea of the society being aided by the city ; and 
doub‘s whether the trip if undertaken would 
serve as a desirable advertisement to this city. 
The artistic aspect of the affair is intelligently 
handled and in a manner contrasting vividly 
with the comedies which appeared in the edi- 
torial columns of the Globe last year, reference 
to which was made in SaturpAY NiGuatT of 
last week. There is more truth than poetry 
in the independent statements of the World, 
and while all will heartily wish the Philhar- 
monic Society or a generalchorusevery success 
should the Chicago invitation be accepted, yet 
I feel certain that the empty glory of “ going” 
will not in itself be conside-ed the chief end” 


of the proposed excursion. 
* 








The Mariner. 


For Saturday Night. 
“Wreck and stray and castaway.” —Swinburn. 





Oace more adrifs. 
O’er dappling sea and broad lagoon, 
O’er frowning cliff and yellow dune, 
The long, warm lights of afternoon 
Like j »wel dustings sift. 


Once more awake. 
I dreamed an hour of port and q tay, 
Of anchorage not meant for me ; 
The sea, the sea, the hungry sea 
Came rolling up the break. 


Once more afirat. 
The billows on my moorings press’t ; 
They drove me from my moment's rest, . 
And now a partless sea I breast,’ 

And shelterless my boat. 


Once more away. 
The harbor lights are growing dim, 
The shore is but a purple rim, 
The sea outstretches gray and grim, 
Away, away, away—— 


Prof. S. H. Clark, the distinguished elocu- 
tionist of Chicago University, and formerly of 
this city, will make his first appearance in 
Toronto since his removal to Chicago, on Mon- 
day evening next, in the Carlton street 
Methodist church, when in conjunction with 
the excellent choir of the church, under 
the able leadership of Mr. D. EZ 
Cameron, an unusually attractive service 
of song and readings will be given. Some 
of Peof. Clark’s most pronounced successes 
have b»en won in connection with the song ser- 
vices of the Carlton street Methodist church, 
the seating capacity of which has been taxed 
to the utmost at his every appearance there, an 
experience which will, no doubt, be repeated 


on Monday evening next. 
* 


On next Friday night the choir of the Bloor 
street Methodist church, under the direction 
of Mr. T. C. Jeffers, the energetic organist of 
the church, assisted by Prof. Clark, elocution- 
ist, and Harold Jarvis, tenor, will give their 
usual Good Friday concert. An attractive p-o 
gramme has been prepared, including some 
unaccompanied part singing by the efficlent 
choir of the church. 


Once more at 6ea, 
The old, old sea I used to sail ; 
The battling tide, the blowing gale, 
The waves with ceaseless undersail, 
The life that used to be. 
E. Paocting Jomyson. 


—_—_-—_ —- = 


Galt 


On Thursday of last week Mrs. C. R. H. War- 
nock gave a very pleasant At Home. The 
house was prettily decorated with plants and 
cut flowers, and looked very bright. The fol- 
lowing young ladies attended in the din- 
ing-room : Misses Annie Warnock, Bee Green 
hill, and Gertrude and Selina Dietrich. There 
were present: Mrs, Herbert Ball, Mrs, M, Mc- 
Cullough, Mrs. R. Jaffray, Miss Woods, Mrs, 
G. Jaffray, Miss Jaffray, Miss A. Warnock, 
Mrs. and Miss Seagram of Waterloo, Mrs. 
Gibbs, Mrs. Kennedy, Mrs. Metcalfe, Miss 
Newbatt of Toronto, Mrs. Palmer, Mrs, Hogue 
of Toronto, Miss Brydon of Toronto, Mrs, and 
Miss Porteous, Mrs, Taylor, Mrs, Lanigan, Mrs. 
and Miss Spiers, Mrs, Willett, Mrs. Townshend, 
Mrs, Sylvester, Mrs. Dietrich, Mrs. Greenhill, 
Mrs. H. Miller, Miss E. Miller, Misses Cran- 
s‘on, Allan, Lumsden, Goldie, Mather, Mc- 
Naught, Cutler, Blain, S. Blain, Gregg, Len- 
nard, and Mrs. Cherry. REENA, 





One of the strongest concert attractions now 
touring through this section of the continent, 
is the Hecker family of four children, who 
concertize in Association Hall on April 4 and 5 
The remarkable success of these youthful prodi 
gies wherever they have appeared, should 
secure tor them crowded houses on the occa. 
sion of their concerts here. Flattering notices 
from the press of leading American cities have 
been won by the talented family, who, by the 
way, are related to Mr. John Bayley, band- 


master of the Q 1een’s Own Rifles, 


The choir of the Church of the Redeemer, 
under the direc‘ion of Mr. Walter H. Robinson, 
are practicing very diligently the sacred can 
tata Bethany, to be given in their church next 
Tuesday evening, March 28. The work was 
written for a service to be held during Passion 
Week, and the criticisms of the English press 
on its first presentation at G'oucester Festival 
in 1889 were very flattering. 


Coming events of interest are the concerts by 
Mme. Laura Schirmer-Mapleson and her com 
pany ; the Nordicaconcert company, inclu ling 
Franz Rummel, the great pianist, and E oil 
Fisher, the renowned basso; Mr. B>scovitz's 
postponed farewell recital ; the Harmony Club's 
presentations of Falka, and Miss Neally 
Stevens’, of Chicago, piano recital in 3", 
George's Hall, Apri! 11. MopeEratc, 


. 

The Laura Schirmer-Mapleson Operatic Con- 
cert Company, which is coming to the Academy 
of Music Friday and Saturday of next week, 
should give us an unuyual treat. Mme. Maple 


—- 


Dot and Ca'ry One 


' { / 





2 eee ees 


A Colossal Pie. 





Perhaps the largest pie ever made was that 
baked at Denby Dale, Yorkshire, in 1887, on 
the occasion of the Queen's jubilee, The 






















. Franoco- 
Belgium method. Studio 277 Sherbourne ot. Telephone 
968. Open for concert engagements. 


dough was made up into two-stone lots and 
then welded together, so to speak, while the 
potatoes were sliced by four stones at a time. 
Of meat the pie contained a beast weighing 
forty-seven stone—a calf and a sheep, The 
dough weighed forty-eight stone, while the 
potatoes which found a temporary resting- 
place within it represented the goodly weight 
of one hundred and four stone, 

It was baked in a specially prepared oven for 
four and a half hours, under the superinten- 
dence of a jury of matrons. It was then placed 
on a trolley and drawn by two horses through 
the streets to a field, where it was cut into 
huge segments and formed the meal of many a 
hungry man and woman, Although two thou- 
said people dined from it, they left enough to 
have provided a hearty meal for over one thou- 
sind more.—T7he Million. 





. Up in Explosives, 

Tommy—Aunt Jane. I should think that you 
would be afraid to bang your hair. 

Aunt Jane (an antique)—Wbhy, dear? 

Tommy—Why, you might ignite the powder 
_on your face, 

(And then —— wonders why Aunt Jane 
doesn’t send him a birthday present.) 


ee me ee 


Not so Ignorant After All. 


Explorer—Do you know, Ethel, the African 
savages were'so ignorant that they couldn't 
— what made Stanley’s iron boat 

vat. 

Ethel— What was it, Uncle Jack? 

Explorer—Why —er —the —er— shape, you 
know, and—er— atmospheric pressure, you 
know, and—er—all tHat sort of thing. 





Mr. N. Pearson, dentist, so long and well 
known on thecorner of Kingand Yonge streets, 
has become associated with Dr. Bosanko and 
removed his office from McCaul and College 
streets to 45 King street west, over Hooper's 
Drug Store. 








Prof. E. Masson of 53 St. Vincent street hav- 
ing severed his connection with the Ingres- 
Coutellier School of Languages, after having 
been five years in that institution, is prepared 
to receive pupils in French. 


TORONTO HON. G. W. ALLAN 


PRESIDENT 


Sine 


Artists and Teachers’ Gradaating Courses 


University affiliation for Degrees in Music. Scholar- 
ships, Diplomas, Certificates, Medals, etc. 

Free instruction in Theory, Sight Singing, Violin, Or- 
chestra and Ensemble playing. The Concerts and Recitals 
by teachers and students are alone invaluable educational 
advantages. Teaching staff increased to 56. New music 
hall and class rooms lately added. Facilities for general 
musical education unsurpassed. Pupile may enter any 


time. 
CONSERVATORY SCHOOL OF ELOCUTION 
8, N. Shaw. B.A., Principal 
cary efficient staff Best methods for development of 
Verbal, Vocal and Pantomimic Expression. Delsarte and 
Swedish Gymnastics. Special course in Physical Culture, 
developing muscles which streagthen voice, also course in 
Literature. One and two year courses with Diploma. 
Conservatory and Elocution Calendars mailed free. 
EDWARD FISHER, Musical Director 
Corner Yonge Street and Wilton Avenue. 


ARTHUR E. FISHER 


Mus, Bac. Trin. Coll., Toronto 
A.C.O (Eng.) and A.T.C.L. (Eng.) 


Principal of the Theoretical Department 
At the Toronto Cons rvatory of Music. 





INCORPORATED 
1886 








PRIVATE TUITION IN 


Universi:y Mus. Bae Examination Work, 
Composi ion, Pianofurte and Organ 


RESIDENCE—92 Wellesley Street, Toronto, 


Miss McCARROLL, Teacher of Harmony 
AT THB 
TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC 
(Formerly —— resident piano teacher at the Bishop 
Will be “ieee too ta in Hers 
prepa: receive pu mn Harmony and Pi 
Playing on and after September 2, at her Tesidsnce o— 
14 St. Joseph Street, Toronto. 
Pupils of Ladies’ Colleges taught at reduction in terms. 





ONTARIO COLLEGE 
or MUSIC = semmreres= 


Established 1884 by C. Farringer 








We guarantee thorough work from the lowest to the 
hig'eet grades of music, as the instruction is given by ex- 
per en teachers only. 

Our advanced pupile are not only excellent sight read- 
ers, but also show careful and thorough training in touch, 
technique and expression. 

Pract'cal instruction in harmony in connection with 
piano studies. 


OBRTIFICATES AND DIPLOMAS 


Telephone 3:21 





TORONTO COLLEGE 
w«Ttrcmer of MUSIC 


CERTIFICATES 
(LIMITED) 


DIPLOMAS 
Send for calender. 
F. H. TORRINGTON, Mus. Director. 


R. A. S. VOGT 


t and Choirmaster Jarvis 
Baptist Church vate 


Teacher of the Pianoforte and Organ 
W.°? aa nee 
Lessons in Piano Playing and Theory 


Studied in Leipzig and Vienna uoder Dr. 8S Jadassohn, 
Martin Krause and Julius Epstein. 
Modern methods. Addrese— 
Hi? College Street, Torente 


L. FAEDER, Orchestral Director, Aca- 
e demv of Music, violin soloist and teacher. F: 


NEWCOMBE -:- 
PIANOS 


Endorsed by the highest musical authority. 


THE FINEST MADE IN CANADA 


OCTAVIUS NEWGOMBE & CO. 


MANUFACTURERS 
TORONTO MONTREAL OTTAWA 
Head Office—107-9 Church St. 


MUSIC 


Musical Instruments of All 
Kinds 











See Our Specialties. 
The Imperial Guitars 
The Imperial Mandolins 
Ths Imperial Banj»s 


The ELITE Song Folio, the STAN- 
DARD Vocal and Instrumental Folios 
and all classes of Sheet Music and 
— 

you need anything in th 
music line please remember ©. a 
Send for catalogue. 


WHALEY, ROYCE & CO., 158 Yonge St., Toronte 


R. E. W. SCHUCH 


Conductor Toronto Vocal Society. 
Choirmaster St. James’ Cathedral. 
Conductor University Glee Club. 
Conductor Harmony Club. 
Instruction in Voice Culture and Expression in Singing. 
35 Grenville Street 


MESS EPHIE LABATT 
Musical Directress of Pickering College. 


Lessons in Piano 
Krause Meth>d Taught. 
Studied in Leipzig under Zwintecher and Martin Krause. 


Toronto Conservatory of Music and 576 Church St, 


HELEN M. MOORE, Mus, Bac, 


Harmony, Counterpoint, Etc. 
Students prepared for the University ex vninations in 
Music. Toronto College of Music and 608 Church Street. 


MR. AND MRS. W. H. MEEK 
DEAMATIC AND HUMOROUS IMPERSONATORS 
An experienced manager wanted immediately. Liberal 
terme off-red to a good man. Address London, Ont. 


KUCHENMEISTER 
. VIOLIN SOLOIST AND TEACHER 


(Lite a pupil of the Riff Conservatory at Frankfort-on- 
Main, and of Professors H. E. Kayser, Hago Heermann 
and C. B rgheer, formerly a member of the Pailharmonio 
Orchestra at Hamburg, (Dr. Hans von B alow, conductor.) 


Studio, Odd Fellows’ Building, cor. Yonge and College 
Streets, Room 13, third floor. 
Residence, Corner Gerrard and Victoria Ste. Telephone 980 


FRANCIS J. BROWN 


President of the Delsarte College of Oratory. 
Shakespearean and Bible Readings a 
Specialty 

; Open for engage ments. 
For terms address FRANOIS J. BROWN, Y. M. O. A. 


HERBERT W. WEBSTER 
OCONOERT BARITONE 


Choirmaster St. Peter's Church, Late of Westminster 
Abbey, Eog., and Milan, Italy. Instruction i ; 
ture, Opera, Oratorio. . oo 


64 Winchester St. or College of Music, 
OPEN TO CONCERT ENGAGEMENTS. 


W. F. HARRISON 


Organist and Choirmaster 8%. Simon’s Church. 
Musical Director of the Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 


ORGAN AND PIANO 
13 Dunbar Road, Rosedale 


MR. F.. WARRINGTON 


BARITONE 


Choirmaster Sherbourne Street Methodist Church, 
will receive pupils in Voice Oulture, Ex session ee 
and Piano at his residence, 214 Carlton Street, Toronto. 


OPEN FOR CONCERT ENGAGEMENTS 











































R. HARRY M. FIELD, PIANO VIRTUOSO, HAS 
returned from a two year’s residence in Ger- 
many, where he has been studying with Professor Martin 
Krause, the greatest and most famous teacher in Europe. 
Mr. Field aleo studied from ‘84 to '88 with Dr. Prof. Carl 
Reinecke in Leipzig and had the rare advantage of a course 
with Dr. Hans Von Bulow, in Frankfort in '87. Oonoret 
engagements and — accepted. For terms apply at To- 
ronto College of Music and 105 Gloucester street. 


STAMMERING 


CHURCH'S AUTO-VOCE SCHOOL. No advance 
fees. 2 Wilton Crescent, Teronte, 


\ K JALTER DONVILLE 


TEACHER OF VIOLIN 
Pupil of Prof. Oarrodus, Trinity College, London, Eng. 


8 Buchannan &t,, and Toronte College of Musi. 
eee eeeeeeneneencnentnetneeetatinsssonsastpsmnesnnenenteeenenenemeeene 


MBE=>: E. M. FOX 


Teacher of Guitar aud Banje. 
Studio at 32 Queen Street East. 


L10r0 2, Saree 
Whorough instruction on ‘Banjo, Guitar, Mandolla and 
r. 














Beer KENNEDY 

eacher of Bandola and Saxepheone (A. . 
Nordheimer sole agente) Toronto College of Musto *S3 
instruction given in Baajo. Galtar and Mandolin 
a nrenee, 271 Jarvis Street, Oall Monday or Wed- 
-meeday. 





M®: J. D. A. TRIPP 
Concert Pianist and Teacher of Piano 
Onty Canadian pupil of Moszkowski, Berlin, 
Germany, formeriy pupil of Edward Fisher. ae for 


engagemente. Torente Conserva‘ory of 
and 2@ Seaten Street, Teremte my 


M® W. E. FAIRCLOUGH, F.C.0. (8 .) 

Organist and Choirmaster All Sainte’ Church, bees 

Teacher of Organ, Piano and Thsory 

Exceptional facilities for Organ students. Pupils pre- 

Poles tanght by survenpentonan” men? Ons comater- 
454} Ontario Street, Toronte 


MiSs NORMA REYNOLDS 
sor 
Graduate Toront, College of Music ond Ueloeny 
Trinity University. Concert, Oratorio, Church. Pupils 
received. Miss pepeese fe the only certificated 1 
tcmebs 








preg wd of W. a ne under whom she has e 

lor three years, rom whom she has rece! high- 

est testimonials. Addrese— re io 
Torente College of Music and 86 Major St, 


R, V. P. HUNT, 
(Graduate of Leipzig Conservatory) 
Teacher of the Pianoforte at th - 
ronto Oonservatory of Music, = 


Organiet of Zion Congregational Church. * 
Musical Director of the Oshawa Ladies’ College. 


RESIDENCE—104 MAITLAND 8TREET. 
J. W. L. FORSTER 


STUDIO BI neeean atet ARTI ST 
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Mme. Mapleson’s Dressss. . 
A writerin Harper's Bazar gives a charm- A | 1 ue 
ing account of the dresses worn by Mme, 


Schirmer-Mapleson, who is coming to Toronto 


next week, and a description of some of the e 
dresses may prove interesting to the ladies. 

Her Paris-made gowns for Lucia are particu- Rel ief 
larly notable, The robe for the wedding scene 
cost goodness knows how many hundred francs, 
It is of heavy white silk made en princesse, 
with an immensely long train, Down the left 
side of the skirt is a net-work of pearls extend- 
ing from waist to hem ; the front and left side 
of the skirt are of wonderful gold brocade, the 
pattern, gold roses, being outlinei with seed 
pearls. This material alone cost fifty-five 
francs a yard, The stomacher of the pointed 
bodice is embroidered with pearls and gold 
thread, and the long full sleeves are slashed 
with gold brocade and laced with pearls. A 
dainty coif of white velvet is embroidered with 
gold and pearls, and with this costume Madame 
Mapleson wears rivers‘of diamonds and pearls. 
Another Lucia gown is of bluish gray corded 
silk, with a velvet stripe of a deeper color out- 
lined with silver. 

Some of Madame Mapleson’s concert dresses 
are also very elegant. One of them is of ivory 
whitesatin, draped with wonderfulold point lace 
that was pres2nted to her by the wife of a high 
dignitary of state in St, Petersburg. A Paris 


dress of elec‘ric blue silk is sown with a bead- 
ing all over the front and round the hem, that 
verily seems to have the blue flare of electric 
sparks, From the short bodice hangs a fringe 
of these ore beads, a yard and a| Wallhangings 
half deep. The bodice, which is cut an coeur, 

is embroidered with the “electric” beads in | Stained Glass 
lines that seem to mould the figure, and a dee 
fringe hangs all round the decollete neck. 
white gown of some queer Turkish stuff with 
alternate stripes of satin and crepe threaded | Wood Floors 
with silver, is made very simply, and rather 

ala Grecque, the soft folds of thedraped bodice| 
and skirt seeming to hang together by the 
most mysterious means, 


Wallpapers. 


handsome. 


periods and in free floral treat- 


ments. 


Elliott & Son 


92 to 96 Bay St. 
TORONTO. 


Relief Ornament 








Mrs, Emma Ewing. 





This lady, who is professor of domestic eco- 
nomy, in charge of the School of Cookery at 
Chautauqua, writes: ‘Those wonderful Christy 
knives do the work for which they are designed 
in an ad mirabl2 manner, and should havea place 
in every well ordered family. I take pleasure 
in recomm2nding them to housekeepers every- 
where.” These good words are echoed by the 
many thousands who have used the knives in 
Canada, and we have much pleasure in calling 
attention to advertisement respecting them, 
which app2arsin another column, on page 5. 
For one dollar remitted the company they 
undertake to deliver the ‘set of knives” free, 
by mail, anywhere in the Dominion. 





Wecarry full lines of all descrip- 
tions of sole leather goods, Trunks, 
Portmanteaus, Valises, Dress Suit 
At : Cases, Hat Boxes, etc., etc., in all 


Eastertide qualities and prices. 





followed 
as it is by the clanging of 
Wedding Bells, we make 
special efforts towards the 
display of appropriate 
Wedding Gifts. 

Of course you know 
‘‘Ryries’ Art Rooms” are 
always free to the lovers 
of the beautiful--just as Our new lines in Travelling 
free as out of doors--but Bags are now complete and are 
at this time we would | made in the latest fashionable 
specially like you to see |styles. We will be pleased to 
them, wethink you would | show our stock to any of our 
derive pleasure trom the g} friends that will call upon us. 
sight--possibly you might {| Personal inspection being much 
covet some of the contents ff] more satisfactory than description. 


--however, that’s an after- 
H. E. Clarke & Co. 


thought. ) 
It’s a most unique col- 105 King Street West 


lection of Bric a Brac-- 
fine Chinas, Art Goods and 
a rare stock of Sterling 
Silver, any single piece of Se, OSS 
which would make glad 49 King St. East, Toronto 
the heart of a bride. var 


Ryrie Bros. ||Decorating _ 
Cor. Yonge & Adelaide Sts. Ch i na = 


We have now in stock the 
finest collection of White China 
at prices that cannot fail to 
please. Examine our goods. 
New shapes all through. 





Almost every article in 
stock is purchased by us 
at first hand from the 
maker. 








For the Ball Room he 


For this and all other state occasions oc 
in the evening a full dress suit is 
To the casual observer there 
ible variations in the conven- 
dress of the period, but to the 


curring 
indispensible. 

are few percept 
tional evening 
man of taste and style the gradations of 


one from year to year are plainly dis- GLOVER HARRISON ESTATE 


For the past two or three seasons, 
it may be noted, a radical change has been IMPORTERS 
ay be . 
made in the style Telephone 46 2 et 


and material used in the 
making up of dress suits. x 2 


Broadcloth and doe skin have absolutely Call 
disappeared, and the rich, hard woven diag- 
onals have given place to the rough finished d 
Cheviot and Venetian finished worsteds that! AN 


have been the universal rage in London and| ~ 

ro le of th k requires See 

The present mode of the make up req . 

that ine lapels of the coat should be faced Our EASTER Display 
with heavy black gros grain silk, but tailors 


who consider fine points of fit line the body of 
with satin de chines, as the satin 


ot and firmer and the coat slips on Cards and Booklets. 
re are the styles as furnished by J AS BAI N & SON Ss 


Henry A. Taylor 
No. 1 Rossin House Block 


SPECIAL TERMS TO TEACHERS. 
Write for prices. 





53 King Street East 


is the name of a new effect in 
The relief is 
not obtained by pressing but 
is entirely on the face of the 
paper and is very striking and 
We have it in 


designs of the various French 


TRY 


AG x 


PAVILION, FRIDAY, APRIL 7] ACAADEMY OF MUSIC 


NORDICA. | 
FISCHER 2, FOUR GRAND PERFORMANCES 


RUMMEL Piano Virtuoso. 
is LUCKSTONE Conductor, MA S QO N OPERATIC 
seamer now mca ett. 220° I L i, cee 


Sabsoription list now open at Messrs. Suckling & Sons’ 
Music Warerooms, 














Under the immediate patronage of His Excellercy the Goveraor-Genera), comprisiag the following celebrated artiste 


Concert 5 Readin S MME. LAURA SCHIRMER-MAPLESON 
Royal and Imperial Court Si , Pri Do f th Et 
< QS | wavemorserce rHea DORR, Senne Coutesihe, Millen Opens lous and Royal ite ee 
CARLTON ST. METHODIST CHURCH | SIGNOR LUIGI VITAE eon ering Tevore Royal Isian and Geran Opera oun, New Yor 
» Pei B. P ; ' 
MONDAY EV ENING, MARCH 27 | HERR FRIEDBERGER, 8510 Pianist te ae cheap Contue ims eee 
THE OHOIR, assisted by ne 
PROF. ‘ ~ | Felday Afternoon, March 31 and Saturd r li ig 
‘daemon dean dimes Catteciae bi meee GRAND CONCKET ans the entire thira act or FAUST 
formerly of Toronto, in a grand programme of F Friday Evening, March 31 and Saturday Afternoon, April 1, 
MUSIC AND READINGS GRAND CONCERT and second act of MARTHA 
ADMISSIOY i 23 
ION 15 OENTS. Tickete at the door. | PRICES, $1.50, $1.00, 7Sc., S$0c., 285c. 


SPR Cy] AL MUSICAL LENTEN SERVICE Sale of Seate will c mmence Saturday morning, March 25, at Nordheimer’s Music Store. 


chareh ofthe Retwoner, ty ne coe ACODS & Sparrow's Opera House 


Under the direction of Mr. WALTER H ROBINS 
De. C Lee Williams’ Sacred Cantata, BETHANY 
Silver Collection at the door. 


THE HECKER CHILDREN 


TWO GRAND CONCERTS IN 


Association Hall, April 4 and 5, 


Under the patronage of the LIEUTENANT-GOVERNOR 
and MRS KIRKPATRICK. 


Admission 502. Reserved seats #1, 
Plan open at Nordheimer’s April 1 
s 


Miss N eally Stevens 


The DISTINGUISHED AMERICAN Pianist in one 
Grand Piano Recital in St. George’s Hall, April 11, assisted 
by Mrs. D'Auria. Tickets, $1.00, to be obtained at G ourlay, 
Winter & Leeming’s Piano Warerooms. 














THE POPULAR AMUSEMENT RESORT of TORONTO 


COMMENCING 


ONE WEEK ONLY 
Matinees, Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday) [londay, March 27 


GRAND SPECIAL HOLIDAY MATINEE, GOOD FRIPAY, MARCH 31. 


~ 


THE EMINENT IRISH COMEDIAN 


ERIN VERNER 


With a powerful cast of characters presenting the famous Irish Drama 


Shamus O’Brien 


NEW -EVERYTHING—BRILLIANT 


“THE DAGO.’ 




















Youhaveavery Expressive Face 


Perhaps you have lines, we can pos- 
itively remove them for you with or 
without steam treatment, steaming is 
~, Cleansing but not a cure all, aod 
Z- While benefi:ial for some skins is 
3 bs positively injurious to others, we 

a (a7 Ga, 282 it with discretion. 

(39 94- At: ? EVERYBODY Is TALKING 

/ Li} “ats of our wonderful German Bath 
i 74 A | eal Ain 5” for fattening the figure and filling 

Gl pacar Gantann out hollows; also relieving the 
tired nerves and muscles and 
induciog refreshing sleep. 

OUR TOILET PREPARATIONS contain no Glycer- 
ine, Vaseline, Animal Fate or Mineral Oils, are made of the 
purest materiale and are guaranteed not to produce a 
growth of hair. 


MRS. GERVAISE GRAHAM 


Institute of Dermatology and Physical Culture 
145} YONGE STREET, TORONTO 


FREDK. LYONDE 


High-Class Photographer 


HAMILTON, ONT. 


THE 


Next Attraction 
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““" BABY MONKEY 


born at the Musee Wednesday morning at 4 o'clock. Mr. and 
Mrs. Rooney invite all the Monkeys to the christening. Its 
parents fondle and care for it the same as human beings. 


TAKE A DAY OFF AND SEE HIM. HE’S JUST LIKE HIS DAD. 
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CAT MINSTRELS 


MISS ASORED’S FULL COMPANY OF ACTING CATS. 
THE GREATEST NOVELTY IN THE WORLD. 


THE PAPER KING, ‘~ses.c".euuce*" AQUA INFERNO, 
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Camera 


No. 1, $1.00 
No. 2, $200 


Our No. 1 Bijyma Camera outfit is a com- 
plete photographic outfit consisting af 
camera, traye, printing frame, ruby light. 
book of inetroctions, six dry platee, mounte, 
and all chemicals necesea ‘y to develop and 
fini h photos. Thousands of these have 
been sold in Canada, and we have yet to 
hear cf a single complaint. 

We have had so many enquiries for a 
larger camera that we are now manufactur- 
ing a larger siz2, with extra fine lens, ac- 
curately focused, which takes a photo as 
large aod — as any $25 ios rumen). 

rtictes in No. 1 outfit. 
ye child can understand them and take succesefal 
ith any of the expensive cameras We supply 
by all live dealers throughout Canada, 





ONE OF THE LATEST 


Now Ie the time to order your spring mantle or costume 
R. Wolfe, the German Mantle Manufa turer, is showing the 
finest line of spring mantles and capes in the Dominion. 
All the latest novelties, the same as gre exhibited in the 
leading New York houses A visit to our establishment 
wiil repay you, as we keep the finest tailor made garments 
in the Dominion at moderate prices. Garments made to 
order without extra charge. 

- BO NOT FORGET 


R. WOLFE 


117 Yonge Street, east side, between Arcade and 
Adelaide street. Te'ephone 1509. 


4a NOTICE AB)VE CUT 





This No. 2 outfit contains a strong, elegant tripod in addition to all 

The instructions accompanying these cameras are so timple that « 
photographs and, with care, results can be obtained as satisfactory as w : 
extra chemicals at a trifling cost. These outfite and extra chemicals are for sale 


or can be had from ue direct. 


ATKINSON BROS., MANUFACTURERS, 50 and 52 Bay St., Toronto. 
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The Scholastic Grove. 


UNIVERSITY COLLEGE. 

EXT fall the University will have 

a sort of miniature renaissance 

or classical revival in the shape 

of Sophocles’ Antigone, which 

drama will be produced in the 

original Greek with all the old 

Athenian accessories of stage costume or sce- 
nic effect. A modern-roofed chamber requires 
some idealization to think it like the theater 
where the demos were wont to gather long ago, 
and it is suggested that an approximation to 
the ancient plan might be arrived at by build- 
ing a grand stand and producing the play on 
the lawn. The reproduction, too, will differ 
from the original in that the authorities will 
not pay the admission fee. Prof. Hutton and 
Mr. Fairclough, who have the matter in hand, 
have gone to work very enthusiastically. They 
find themselves opposed by several serious, but 
no unsurmountable difficulties, and will score 


a well deserved success, 
* 





A large number of the students attended the 
readings in the Pavilion by James Whitcomb 
Riley. They were principally embryotic poets 
of the ethereal type, and the subject of Spring, 
Beautiful Spring, will doubtless receive con- 
siderable attention as a result. 

* 

Varsity has always been famed for the men 
it has supplied to Canada’s militia. The latest 
addition from Varsity is Mr, W. A. Gilmour, 
and all his friends are anxiously anticipating 
his first public appearance in uniform. 

. 

Mr. Charles Dill, of the School of Practical 
Science, has been appointed mechanical 
draughtsman in the Edison Electric Works at 
Peterboro’. He has gone up to take charge, 

. 


Last week’s issue of the Varsity contains a 
criticism of the manner at present in vogue in 
the University of conducting football elections. 
The writer of the comments acknowledges that 
he was never at a Rugby meeting, never paid a 
Rugby fee and never attended a Rugby practice, 
Those who have done all three express their 
satisfaction at hearing this information, and 
hope that when the writer presumes to criticize 
the conduct of the chairman of another Rugby 
meeting he will not descend to publishing un- 
truthful scurrol under the title of comment. 
He makes statements which are a travesty on 
proper journalism and are undignified and 
contemptible. 


Mr. C. A. Chant, the popular lecturer in 
physics, is something of an amateur photo- 
grapher. His latest production is an artistic- 
looking group of his class of ‘94. The students 
are gathered in an obviously careless att itude 
around the table of the lecture room, with 
their working apparatus before them. The 
shadow on their faces is partly an effect of the 
side light and partly a result of introspective 
speculation as to whether Mr. Chant will find 
it in his heart to use his camera when he ex- 
amines their work in practical physics. The 
group comprises Misses L. D. Cummings and 
M. L. Robertson, Messrs. D. M. Lennan, G. W. 
Rudlen, F. H. Frost, E. E. Reid, W. E. James, 
J. J. Brown, and W. H. Williams. 

7 

One of the city dailies recently contained a 
communication from ‘“ An Earnest Student.” 
He is a third-year honor moderns man, and the 
burden of his complaint is that he has more 
work to do than his mental equipment enables 
him to accomplish. A perusal of his letter is 
calculated to leave the impression that he 
makes a very fair estimate of his own ability. 
But nevertheless his plea for less work in the 
moderns course is a trifle ridiculous. Fewer 
French and German’books to read would 
simply mean more time to be idle, as the course 
practically allews no scope for original investi- 
gation. As a matter of fact, the theories of 
‘*Barnest Student” are founded on an entire 
misconception. Whatever may be the ideal, 
the fact is that the student of modern lan- 
guages necessarily gets a mental training 


which leaves him well supplied with krowl | 
edge as distinct from wisdom. One of the| 


most striking phenomena of university life is 
the unanimity with which the ladies take up 
the study of moderns, The reason for this is 
obvious. It is simply because the ladies are 
for the most part not seeking increased mental 
power, but are looking rather for that light 
wsthetic culture which in after life may be 
found valuable in the social sphere. This 
being so, they naturally devote their energies 
to the cheerful and attractive realms of litera 
ture. They read poetry, English poetry pre- 
ferred, and make a very specious pretense of 
examining the author's style, though it is now 
becoming the vogue to admit a certain amount 
of interest in the embodied sentiment. The/| 
secret of the whole trouble seems to be that it 
is not a branch of study suited to men’s require 
ments. In Toronto University the experiment 
of co education has practically broken down. 
The two sexes walk the same corridors, but 
with comparatively few exceptions they each 
follow their natural trend of thought and do 
not trespass on each other's mental domain. 

e 

Messrs. Crossley and Hunter addressed a 
very large gathering in the college Y. M. C. A. 
on Thursday last. Mr. Crossley delivered an 
earnest plea for the proper care of body, mind 
and spirit. He also sang two solos, which 
were highly appreciated. Mr. Hunter, who 


| balance remains in the treasury. 
. 


when a number of musical students met in 
residence and decided to institute a system of 
weekly chorus practices. From this nucleus 
the present organization gradually developed. 
Last fall the membership rose to one hundred 
and twenty-six, of whom one hundred and 
nine are undergraduates, The roll shows that 
the average attendance at practices has been 
sixty-four. During the season concerts have 
been given in Toronto, Hamilton, London, 
Chatham, Woodstock, Berlin, St. Catharines, 
Brantford, and elsewhere. An offspring of the 
present body, the Banjo and Guitar Club, bids 
fair to be just as popular as its progenitor. 
* 


The names of the officers of the Women’s 
Literary Society for the next academic year 
were published last week, but the following 
have since been added: ’Varsity editorial staff, 
Miss Durand (acclamation) ; ’Varsity director- 
ate, Miss J. S. Cowan; residence committee, 
Messrs. Skinner, Withrow and M. L. 
Robertson. 


Among the invited guests at the banquet of 
the Irish Journalists held at the Rossin House 
in this city last, Saturday night were: Mr. W. 
H. Bunting, B.A., Mr. Frank R. McNamara, 


B.A., Mr. W. J. (Tim) Healy, B.A., and Mr, J. 
A. Garvin, B.A. 


Varsity supplies to its ranks, 
. 


KNOX COLLEGE, 


President Horne occupied the chair at the 
annual meeting of the Knox College Literary 


and Theological Society. Mr. J. H. Borland, 
B.A., presented the treasurer's report, which 
showed a satisfactory surplus. Mr. G. W. 
Fortune, B.A., spoke in confident and inspir- 


ing terms of the condition and prospects of the 
Monthly. Mr. Jas. Wilson gave his address as 
valed‘ctorian of the executive. The following 


officers were chosen for next year: President, 
Geo. A. Wilson, B.A.; 1st vice-president, 
Alex. J. Manp, B.A. ; 2nd vice-president, C. H. 


Loury ; critic, T. H. Mitchell, B.A. ; recording 


secretary, A. L Budge; corresponding secre- 
tary, N. D. McKinnon ; treasurer, John Bur- 
nett, B.A. ; secretary of committee, P. F. Sin- 
clair ; curator, John Bailey ; councillors, W. E. 
N. Sinclair, John Radford, W. A. McLean. 
Hearty votes of thanks were tendered to 
Messrs. McBain and Bowles, who have com- 
pleted their terms of office. AvDAM RvurFfuvs. 





Queen’s College News. 


UR College journal—excus¢€ me, our 
University journal—is largely taken 
up at present with sketches of the 
members of the graduating faculties 
of the different faculties. The ma- 
jority of these biographies are not 

such as the subjects of them are likely to cher- 
ish in the days tocome. It isa pleasant thing 
for a graduating student, and for his friends, 
to have his college journal bid him God-speed 
and a cordial farewell as he is about to leave 
his college halls, the cherishing wing of his 
alma mater, It is high time, however, that 
the custom of holding our graduates up to the 
ridicule of their fellow students and parading 
idiosyncrasies before the world was delegated 
to the limbo of obsolete college customs, 
Some of the remarks that have been made 
seem to have been suggested by a spirit of 
enmity rather than humor, and really reflect 
more upon the writerthan upon the persons 
stigmatized. 





* 

The speaker who addressed the congregation 
in Convocation Hall on Sunday, March 12, was 
the Rev. Herbert Symonds, M.A., rector of 
Ashburnham. He took as his subject Con- 
tinuity and Progress, and delivered an elc- 
quent and able address, pointing out the dan- 
gers of extreme conservatism in religious mat- 
ters on the one hand and of inconsiderate and 
hasty progress on the other, and urging a 
golden mean by a careful and judicious ming- 
ling of both elements, The address was replete 
with good things, and the students of Queen’s 
will be glad to hear Mr. Symonds again. 





The new committee ofthe Arts Y. M.C. A. 
seem to be getting down to work without loss 
oftime, On Friday, March 17, the organ from 
Convocation Hall was brought into use, much 
to the improvement of the musical part of the 
services. Another pleasing feature of the 
meeting was a vocal quartette Hark my Saviour 
Calls, by Messrs. C. Lavelle, T. Stewart, W. P. 
Fiotcher, and H. Carmichse). The adjourned 


| annual meeting was held at the close of the 


prayer meeting, and the retiring president and 
treasurer, Messrs. J. R. Fraserand R. Herbi- 
son, presented their annual reports. The 
treasurer's report showed the total receipts for 
the yearto have been $70, of which a small 


The men who have been sojourning in the 
hospital are coming back to the college halle 
one by one, They look, like most convalescents, 
a little pale and shaky, but say that they “are 
still in the ring.” Mr. W. R. Carmichael and 
Mr. T. L. Walker are at work again, and others 
are expected back very soon. It is somewhat 
strange that all the illness should have de- 
veloped just at the one time, as no new cases 


have since been developed. 
a7 


This year's dinner by the grave theologians 
of Divinity Hall is now a thing of the past, 
having been consummated on the evening of 
St. Patrick's day in the Y.M.C. A, Auditorium. 





spoke on the question, ‘‘ What are you doing?” 
produced a marked effect by his evident heast- 
felt warmth. This closes the devotional meet 
ings for Thursday evening, but the Sunday 
afternoon gatherings will continue as usual). 

. 


Even more than usuai interest was mani 
fested this yearin the annual meeting of the 
Glee Club. Th- season has been a prosperous 
one and despite several extra heavy expendi 
tures, the treasurer's report showed a substan 
tial balance on hand, The ek ction of officers 
resulted as follows: W. R. P. Parker, ‘93. hon- 
orary president, by acclamation ; Alexander L. 
MacAllister, 93, president; J.T. Blythe, 94, 
treasurer and pianist ; A. S. Mackay, 94, secre 


Whether the date was selected owing to a 
lurking suspicion that St. Patrick was a 
Scotchman, or whether it was a tribute to 
the fervid patriotism of those elcquent 
champions of the rights of Ulster, Messrs, 
Hodges and O’Connor, is still clouded in doubt. 
However, the event passed off with becoming 
eclat, and in the feast of good things that were 
provided, both for the intellect and the appe. 
tite, the higher critic and the traditionalist 
forgot their points of difference and buried for 
the nonce the tomahawk of controversy, 


Many are the signs of the near approach of 
the end of another college year, when they of 
‘93 who have been an important factor in the 





tary; W. R. White, '96, curator; K. D. MeMil- 
lan, 94, F. W. Bigelow, 94, s-nior councillors ; 


W. Wilson, ‘95, J. H. Fielding, 95, junior} and enter ‘the wide, wide world,” the arena 
councillors; W. P. Evy, 96, C. C. Campbell, ‘96, | of practical and arduous labor. Ere our next 
sophomores, After the election, Dr. Wishart! budget 
spoke of the foundation of the club in 1878, | the midst of their exams., and at present the 


life and progress of our alma mater for four 
yeare, must pass off the stage of college life 


appears, the meds. will be in 


Journalism is certain to 
receive lasting benefits from the men whom 



















































































































graduating classes of the various departments 
are haunting the studios of photographers, 
with a view to leaving behind them a memento 
that will reveal to succeeding classes what 
manner of men and women they were who 
held the honors in 93, 

Rep, BLUE AND YELLOW. 


At Old McGill. 


N COMPLIANCE with the invitation 
of the governors of McGill, five men 
were appointed from each year to re- 
present the arts faculty at the science 
conversazione, 













































































Mr. Deeks has lately received word 
from Sir William with reference to the award | 
of the prizes of zoology. The Principal states 
that he will be present at the Convocation in 
April. Everybody is wondering where the 
Convocation will be held this year, as last year 
there was such a crowd in the Mission Hall. 


* 

During the absence of Dr. Mills, Dr. Morrow 
has endeared himself to the freshmen by his 
kindly help and guidance along the narrow 
path among the pit-falls which bound the 
physiological swamp. 


The annual meeting of the McGill University 
Athletic Association was held on Saturday 
evening in the college building, the president, 
A. S, Cleaves, being in the chair. The business 
to be transacted was the receiving of the 
annual report and the election of officers for 
next season. The secretary, J. Alex Cameron, 
presented his report, which showed the club to 
be flourishing in every way. Last year’s field 
day was particularly successful, six college 
records being broken. The election of officers 
resulted as follows : Hon-president, Sir William 
Dawson; president, G. H. Mathewson; vice- 
president, W. Donahue; secretary, J. C. 
Hickson; hon.-treasurer, Prof. Moyse; 
treasurer, H. C. Baker. The committee will be 
elected by the different faculties, 


. 

A special meeting of the McGill Medical 
Society was held on Saturday evening, Presi- 
dent T. A. Dewarin the chair. The subject of 
the evening was a paper on the Chemistry of 
Immunity, by Dr. Ruttan. At the close a 
hearty vote of thanks was made to Dr. Ruttan. 
This was the last meeting of the society for 
this session. It is understood that the club 
will soon receive more spacious apartments, 

+ 


A noticeable activity has made itself appar- 
ent during the session now nearing counpletion, 
in the organization of various societies each 
with different ends and ambitions, and we 
point to this new growth with peculiar pride. 
Of late years McGill has been rather behind the 
universities of both England and the States in 
this matter, and we are giad to see she is 
now waking up this year for the first time 
for some years, We see a classical club 
has been formed by the men of arts and we 
hope soon to see a Greek play performed. The 
senior societies both in medicine and science 
have been doing good work and the meetings 
are well attended. What we are doing has al- 
ready been done by those famous old institu- 
tions of Oxford, Cambridge, Harvard and Yale, | 
who point with pride to their various clubs and 
societies, classical, dramatic, financial, political, 
and so we might also enumerate many other | 
great centers of university life. t 

Rep AND Wuite. | 


Trinity Talk. 


HE Committee on Athletics have | 
made the following appoint- 
ments: Captain of football | 
team, H. B. Robertson, 94; | 
captain of hockey team, H. V. 
Hamilton, '94 ; captain of base- 

ball team, W. R. Wadsworth, ‘93 ; secretary 
first eleven cricket team, G. C. Heward, ‘93; 
secretary second eleven cricket team, H. B, 
Gwyn, ‘93; secretary baseball club, A. N, 
Myer, 93; secretary tennis club, E. C. Catta- 
nach, 93. Comment is needless. The captains 
by their hard work on the teams have won the 
confidence and respect of the men, and the 
secretaries are most fitted to look after the 
interests of the clubs. With these officers and 
the material at hand our prospects in athletics 
for the coming year are as bright as could be 
asked for. 


The Banjo, Guitar and Mandolin Club play 
in St. George’s Hall on April 7 and 8, and in 
Convocation Hall on April 18. Several new 
men have been added: Messrs, Mockridge and 
Southam, ‘95, guitars; O'Reilly, ‘95, second 
banjo, and McMurrich, ‘95, novelty man, mak 
tng in all eighteen men, including banjeauriner, 
first and second banjos, guitars and mandolins. 


The tickets for the Atbletic Association con- 
cert in Convocation Hall, on April 18, are now 
out and may be obtained from members of the 
University. The prices are: admission, fifty 
cents ; reserved seats, seventy-five cents, The 
plan of the hall will be opened a week 
before the date of the concert at Nordheimer's. 
Besides the Banjo and Guitar Club, and the 
Glee Club, there will be a strong array of out- 
side talent, whose names alone are quite 
enough to warrant a first-class entertainment 
in every respect. The men who have the af. 
fair in charge will spare no effort to make it a 
success musically and socially, and already the 
18th is being looked forward to with a great 
deal of pleasure. 





On Tuesday, March 14, the annual Episcopon 
Supper was held In accordance with an ancient 
and honored custom, At 830 “the ball 
opened” in Hall, where Steward Filby 
had prepared a most tempting supper. 
After this had been done ample 
justice to, pipes and songs were inorder, A 
programme had been arranged and was thor. 
oughly appreciated. Then came the reading by 
ye Scribe of Father Episcopon’s letter. I might 
explain that the venerable father makes an 
annual visit and administers the chastening 


rod to all ‘who especially deserve it 
by showing forth in verse or prose, 
in jest and joke, the faults or 


peculiarities of his children. Some of the 
things were most clever, and the rebukes albeit 
open were tempered with kindliness by the 
venerable sage. The evening ended with 
Idetagona, the college song, the words of 
which are written tn Greek. Then came the 









ONTARI 


march to Middle College, where Auld Lang 

Syne was sung, the college and class yells 

given, and so ended Episcopon Supper of 1893" 
. 


The March number of the Review comes ou 
this week, 


e 
Lectures stopped on Thursday, March 16, and 
most of the men went down on Friday or 
Saturday, excepting those who were writing on 
supplemental exams, and the Divinity men, 


whose term does not end until about April 20 
* 


Prof. Clark lectured in Hamilton on Satur- 
day last before a large and appreciative audi- 
ence, 

Art lectures commence again on April 10, 

° RED AND BLACK. 





The Wrong Tackle. 


\ 





Hibernian (angrily)—Tek it off, yez dom dude, 


or Oi’ll bre’k yer face ! 


Charlie Toussle (in amazement)—Take what 


off ? 
Hibernian (getting ready to fight)—Yez know 
wellenough. ‘hat piece of orange ribbon for- 


ninst yer button-hole! 





Charlie Toussle (as he wearies of the exer- 
cise)—Take the orange and black from out my 
button-hole? The champion half-back of 
Princeton College desert his colors? When 
ee got enough, Irish, just pull the bell. 
—Puck. 





At the Club. 


‘* What’s wrong with Cholly?” 
“’S-sh! He thought of something last night 
and he’s trying to think what it was.” 








Sharing the Blame. 


*‘I wieh babies could walk,” sighed Sammy, 
‘‘and then they wouldn’t think that all the 
muddy tracks in the house were mire.” 





Very Desirable. 


““Oh, my friends, there are some spectacles 
shat a person never forgets!” said a lecturer, 


after a graphic description of a terrible ac- 
eident. 


‘I'd like to know where they sells ‘em,” re- 
marked an old lady in the audience. 


- 





this city is done at the 


en wee 


That the finest laundry work in 


67 to 71 Adelaide St. West. 


"PMONES 1 12'7, 1496 and 408) 
And what the boys say *“ GOES,” 


A Typhoid | Preventive 


1, This disease ie a germ disease. Scores cf pcople are 
down with it; many more succumbing daily. 


RADAM’S 


MICKOBK KILLER 


Used now asa spring remedy and blcod purifier will rot 
only cleanse the system from ite bacterial ir fluences, but 
aleo prevent ‘' Malignant Gerns” of any kind from gainirg 
a foothold in their a: steme. 

No other medicines advertised can do this. Thie 
remedy isa germ destroyer in that it removes there 
through oxidation. This ia nature’s only true way for the 
purification «f cur bedies. 

Obtain a jar from your druggist. Price $1. 





CITY AGENTS FOR MICROBE KILLER: 


Hooper & Ccr., 444 Spadina avenue. 
Hooper & Co., 45 King street west. 

S. W. Jobnston. 287 King street west. 
A. J. Truss, 456 King street west. 

H. Elborne, 67 King street east. 

E. D. Daniels & Co , 171 King street east. 
W. A. Ellis, 243 King street east. 

H. W. Burgess. 485 King street east. 

J. Woods, 230 Yonge street. 

S. Howarth, 243 Yonge street. 
Montgomery & Co., 395 Yonge street. 

H. A. Knowles, 463 Yonge street. 

W. H. Warden, 618 Yonge street. 

R. Robinson, 216 Queen street east. 

G. Marshall, 308 Queen street east. 

W. B. Scripture. 652 Queen street west. 
J. W. Houston, 426 College street. 

W. R. S eward, corner College and Spadina, 
H. Horton, 138 Dundas street. 


For sale generally by all reputable chemists. 


| WM. RADAM 
Microbe Killer Co., Limited 


120 KING STREET WEST 


Telephone 2/01, TORONTO, ONT. 


i 


: 
pS 


Cures Consumption, Coughs, Croup, Sore 
Throat. Sold by all Druggists ona Guarantee. 
Seld by Hargreaves Bros. 


PROF - DAVIDSON 


The well-known Chiropedist 
has retured from his trip. Those 
who are suffering from Corns, 
Bunions and Ingrowing Toe Naiie 
will find bim at his 

Residence, 251 Jarvis Street. 

















J. YOUNG 


THE LEADING UNDERTAKER 


847 Yonge Street, Toronto 
TELEPHONE 679. 






oNnce’S: 
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CREAM OF SCOTTISH SONG 
WITH WORDS AND MUSIC 
Seventy-one ot the Best—in Book Form 64 
p. for 26c. Send to Imrie & Graham, 
hurch and Colborne Sts , Toronto, Ca”, 








For the Blood 


THE BLOOD i8 THE Lire 


e Purify it correctly and no 


e Disease can liveinit. . 
OA oe RR 


® This remedy is guaranteed to be an absolute 


Blood-Specific and death to all disease germa. 


Price, $1.00 per bottle, or 
8 bottles for $2.50 
W your dragging does not keep it, send direct to = 
‘or it, PaMPutats Free. 


OZONE SPECIFIC CO. 


Canada Life Building - TORONTO, ony. 





THE BOYS SAY 


“PARISIAN” 


Branches—93 and 729 Yonge St. 


TRY IT AND SER 
BUY THE 
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Celebrated Lehigh Valley 


COAL 


FROM THE 


O COAL CO. 


GENERAL OFFICE: Esplanade,|Foot of Church Street. 


BRANCH cFFICES: 818 Yonge Street, 10 Kin 
Street West and Subway, corner Bathurst Street an 


Street East, Queer 
C. P. R’y. 
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Revenged. 





T was abdut half an hour after sunset, but 
an orange light still burned above the 
lonely southern valley. The trembling 
evening star was hanging over the green 
silence of the fragrant Tennessee woods, 
Vapor wreathed phantoms from the 

river course, and from the dense thickets that 
skirted the camp ground came ever and anon 
the mournful sound of whippoorwills, sound- 
ing faint and low, like the remembered echoes 
ofadream. Yet Wallace Keene would have 
given well nigh all he was worth to exchange 
its luxuriant verdure one moment only, for the 
pine clad heights and salt winds of Maine, with 
russe-twinged robins chirping their familiar 


madrigals in the apple orchards below. 


“Two years ago I left home,” murmured 
Wallace Keene, as he gazed thoughtfully out 
where the purple sky seemed to touch the 
waving woods, ‘‘ Two years since young Har- 
ney told m2 he never would give Marion to‘a 
conmon mechanic,’ yet the wound rankles 


sharply still.” 
** Captain” — ys 
“Is that you, Spicer? What now? 


Captain Keene turned his face toward the 
op2ning of the tent, where Private Spicer’s 


head was just visible. 


“ Why, sir, our fellows have just brought in 
that lot o’ men that was hurt in that scrim- 
mage across the river this morning, and some 


on ’em is wounded bad.” i 
‘I will be there directly, Spicer. 


There was a little crowd of men gathered on 
the river shore in the warm glow of the spring, 
bus they silently parted right and left for 


Ciptain Keene’s tall figure to pass through 
their midst. 


Six or seven dusty, bleeding men were sit- 


ting and lying around in various postures, 


their ghastly brows mvde still paler by the 


faint, uncertain glimmer of the young moon. 
Keene glanced quickly around, taking in the 
whole scene in that one brief survey. 

He stopped short as his eye fell on a new face, 


half-shadowed by the green sweep of drooping 


aldera—a pale, blood-streaked face witha gap- 
ing cut on the forehead., 

“This is not one of our men!” he exclaimed 
sharply. ‘‘ How came he here?” 

“No, sir,” explained Spicer, stepping for- 
ward. “I think he belonged to the Eighth. 
I’m sure I don’t know how heever got mixed 
up with our fellows, but there he was, and I 
thought we'd better not wait for their ambu- 
lance, but bring him straight here.” 

‘« Right,” briefly pronounced Keene, stooping 
over the insensible figure. ‘‘Let them carry 
him to my tent, Spicer.” 

“I beg your pardon, captain—to your tent?’ 

‘Didn't you hear what I said?” sharply in- 
terrogated the supé¢rior offiser. ‘‘ Bruce, make 
the others comfortable in Lieutenant Ord- 
way’s quarters. Taere will be plenty of room 
for them there.” 

“ Well, I'm beat!” ejaculated Spicer five or 
ten minutes afterward, as he came out of the 
captain's tent, scratching his shock of coarse 
red curls. 

Meanwhile the dim light of alamp swinging 
from the center of the little tent shone full on 
the singular group within its circling folds— 
the wounded private lying like a corpse, still 
and pale, on the narrow iron bedstead, the 
young officer leaning over him and supporting 
his head—and the brisk, gray-eyed little sur- 
geon keenly surveying both as he unfolded his 
case of phials and powders. 


‘* He is not dead, doctor?” 
“No; but he would have been in another 


half hour. Your prompt remedies have saved 
his life, Captain Keene.” 

‘Thank God! oh, thank God!” 

The surgeon looked at Keene in amazement. 

“‘ He doesn’t balong to your regiment. Why 
are you so interested in the case 7" 

“* Because, doctor,” said Keene, with a strange 
bright smila, ‘‘when I saw him lying under 
the alders, dead, as I thought, I rejoiced in my 
secret heart. At first—only at first. The next 
moment I remembered that I was a man anda 
Christian. For years I have carried the spirit 
of Cain in my breast toward that man ; now it 
is washed out in his blood.” 

It was nigh noon of the next day before the 
wounded man started from a fevered doze into 
the faint dawn of consciousness. 

“Where am 1?” he faltered, looking wildly 
around him, with an ineffectual effort to raise 
his dizzy head from the pillow. 

“Now, be easy,” said Private Spicer, who 
was cleaning his gun by the bedside. “ You're 
all right, my boy. Where are you? Why, in the 
captain's tent, to be sure, and that’s pretty 
good quarters forthe rank and file, I should 
think.” 

“Tae captaia’s tent? HowcamelI here?” 9 

“That's just what J can’t tell you—you'll 
have to ask himself, I guess, You ain't any 
relation to Captain Keene, be you?” 

** Keene—Keene !” repeated the man. 

** Bacause.” pursued Spleer, “if you’d ben 
his own brother born, he cou'do’t have taken 
better care of you. His cousin, maybe!” 

‘‘No! God forgive me, no!” faltered the 
wounded man with a low, bitter groan, 

‘*Here he is now,” said Spicer, the familiar 
accents of his voice falling toa more respect- 
fully modulated tone as he rose and saluted his 
offiser, ‘‘He’s all right, captain—as clear- 
headed as a bell!” ? 

* Very well, Spicer; you can go. 

The private obeyed with alacrity. When 
they were alone together in the tent, Wallace 
K 9ene came to the low bedside, 

‘So you're all right, Mr, Harney?” he asked 
kindly. 

“ Captain Keene,” murmured Haraey, shrink- 
ing from the soothing tone as ifichad beena 
dagger's point, ‘I have no right to expect this 
treatment at your hands.” 

“Oh, never mind,” said the young man 
lightly. ‘‘ What can I do to make you more 
comfortable?” 

Harney was silent, but his eyes were full of 
thetears he fain would drive back—tears of 
remorseful shame—and he turned his flushed 
face away lest the man he had once so grossly 
insulted should see them fall. 

The next day he again alluded to the home 
subject. 

**Cantain Keene, you asked me yesterday 
what you could do for me?” 


* Yes.” 
“I want you to obtain leave for May to come 





TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 





























and nurse me when I am transferred to the 
hospital.” 

Captain Keene turned toward the sick man 
a face white and hard as marble, and said in a 
strangely altered voice : 

“*Do you mean your sister?” 

“* My sister—yes.” 

“Of course, if you wish it, I can obtain per- 
mission, Harney. But——” 

“Well?” |. 

Keene’s cheek colored, and he bit his lip. 

‘*I should not suppose she would be willing 
toleave her husband for the very uncertain 
comforts of hospital life,” 

Harney smiled, looking into his companion’s 
face with keen, searching eyes. 

‘**May is not married, Captain Keene. She 
has no such appendage as a husband |” 

“* Not married |” 

“I know what you thought. She was en- 
gaged and almost married. We had nearly in- 
duced her to become Lisle Spencer’s wife, but 
she refused on the very eve of the wedding 


day.” 
Keene had risen and was pacing up and 


down the narrow limits of the tent with fever- 
ish haste, 

“ Because,” went on Harney, * she loved a 
certain young volunteer who left S—— about 
two years ago, too wellever to b:come any 
other man’s wife.” 

‘* Harney—you do not mean tosay——” 

** I do, though, old fellow, and, what is more, 
I mean to say that since I’ve been lying in this 
tent my eyes have been pretty thoroughly 
opened to my own absurd folly and impertin- 
ence.” 

Captain Keene wrung his companion’s hand 
and hurried away, to mistake the bootjack for 
the inkstand and to commit several other no 
less inexcusable absurdities. 

“T see you'll get nothing written to-day,” 
sighed Harney as he lay watching Wallace 
Keene tear up sheet after sheet of condemned 
note paper. 

“I shall, though,” smiled Wallace. ‘Only I 
can't tell exactly which end of my letter to be- 
gio at.” 

Captain Keene did write—and if he inserted 
a little foreign matter it didn’t matter, for 
Harney, considerate fellow, never asked to see 
it. 

Marion cam2, and when her brother was 
promoted into the convalescent ward, and she 
went home again, it was only to lose herself in 
orange blossoms, forests of white satin ribbon 
and acres of pearly, shimm:2ring silk, shot with 
frosty gleams of silvery brocade, for the course 
of true love, after all its turns and intricacies, 
had at length found its way into the sunshine 
and was running smoothly over the sands of 
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boot. Civilization presupposes indebtedness. 


struggle with her more powerful sister south 


been caused by the everlasting meddlings of 





Fitzay—Say, Esabeller, shake de skinny an’come wid me. Yer gitsdis Nancy Hanks an’ 





ner the recent overthrow of the Hawaiian painter had omitted one important letter, so 
that the sign read : 


“Try my dinners ; they can’t be eat.” 


A noted inn in England, the White Horse, 
bore on its sign this allusion to four other 
inns in the immediate locality : 

‘* My White Horse shall bite the Bear 
And make the Angel fly ; 

Shall turn the Ship bottom-side up, 
And drink the Three Cups dry.” 


Belford’s Monthly for March editorially dis- 
cusses annexation, declaring against the 
admission of Hawaii and urging the people of 
the United States to turn attention to Canada, 
Although I do not agree with the editor's find- 
ing, that annexation is in the end inevitable, 
yet it must be admitted that Belford's discusses 
the subject with a show of knowledge such as 
American writers seldom exhibit when refer- 
ring to public sentiment in Canada. Let me 
quote: ‘‘A far more important topic of the 
day is that of annexing The Canadian 
Pacific, formerly called Canada (sic). The great 
belt of fertile country north of us, larger in 
square miles than the United States, populated 
with nearly six million civilized souls, rich in 
everything which makes a great people, and 
blessed with a debt of nearly three hundred 
millions of dollars, is surely deserving of more 
attention than Hawaii and Queen L'ly to 


A Brighton inn had this curious sign, which 
must be read up, b2ginning at the right hand, 
when it makes sense easily enough. As a pro- 
vocative to many glasses of stimulant, during 
the period of reading it, the sign was a success : 





The Blue Lion was a famous London sign, so 
was the Green Dragon. 
Acorn was one of the earliest English signs. 
It must be remembered that the first signs, 
used centuries ago, were symbols without 
letters, for in those days men could not read, 
and the wine houses had a cluster of vine 
leaves or a bunch of grapes painted on a board 
over the door for a sign. 
over the lintel at once suggested the name of 
the landlord, ‘“‘ Harebottle.” 


Canada’s debt, therefore, does not mean de- The Red Ball and 


generacy. But her ratio of increase in p>pula- 
tion plainly shows her disadvantage in the 


of her. This evil is only temporary, and has 
short-sighted statesmen. Sir John A. Mac- 


donald in his grave is, to day, the most power- 
ful politician in Canada. To get in power, Sir 


A hare and a bottle 





gold.—A. R. in N. Y. News, 





New Books and Magazines. 


The April issue of Lippincott’s is mainly 
devoted to Columbus and the Exposition. The 
complete novel, Columbus in Love, is by George 
Alfred Townsend (Gath), and narrates fully 
and feelingly the great discoverer’s relations 
with Beatrix Enriquez. The leading persons 





of that day in Spain, and some of the chief 


scenes, are introduced: isabella, Ferdinand, 
the court, the bishops, the fall of Granada, the 
Inquisition ; as well as those most closely asso- 
ciated with the Genoese: the faithful Nunez, 
the good prior of Rabida, Pinzon, the sailors, 
and many more. The canvas is crowded, and 
those who will may here make enlarged ac- 
quaintance not only with the surface of Spain 
at that eventful era, but with the spirit of the 
time and the heart of its greatest man. The 
novel is fully illustrated. William Igleheart 
tells What the Publicity Department did for 
the Columbian Exposition. A portrait of Major 
Moses P. Handy accompanies this article. 
Julian Hawthorne attempts A Description of 
the Inexpressible: the Buildings of the Fair ; 
aud Frederic M. Bird characterizes The Religion 
of 1492 and that of Columbus, 





The April number of Worthington's Illus- 
trated Magazine is the best yet published. 
Hon. S. G. W. Benjamin has an excellent 
paper on American War-ships of to day, while 
the enthusiastic geologist, Prof. G. Frederic 
Wright of Oberlin, discusses The Glaciers of 
Alaska. These are the two leading features of 
the magazine, although any amount of light 
aud sparkling reading is provided for those 
who prefer it. 





While writing with all the scientific know- 
ledge of a great astronomer, Camille Flam- 
marion in his marveious story Omega, The 
End of the World, which begins in the April 
number of The Cosmopolitan magazine, keeps 
the reader at the highest point of excitement 
by his vivid descrip‘ion of the alarm and 
despair excited by the approach of a comet 
whose collision with the earth had been 
declared by astronomers inevitable. The de- 
scription begins at atime when the business 
of the world has been suspended, and at a 
great mass-meeting held in the Institute of 
France we hear the discussion of scientists 
as to the possibility of a second deluge, the 
drying up of all the surface water of the globe, 
or the total destruction of human life by cold, 
together with all the possible phases of death 
paralleled by the history of the moon, For 
scientific statement and sensational effect this 
characteristic production of French genius is 
unique, and the reader who reads the marvel- 
ous story—and if he b2gins it he will certainly 
finish it—will have assimilated without effort, 
a compact store of scientific knowledge. In 
this way, apart from its absorbing interest, 
this remarkable piece of fiction will have a 
distinct scientific value. 


The Californian Magazine, with its cus- 
tomary spirit of timeliness, presents in the 
April number no less than four important 
papers on the subject of Hawaii. The first of 
these comprises some posthumous articles by 
King Kalakaua which were secured by the 
publishers with mach diffisulty. Toe Ancient 
Hawaiians, by E Ellsworth Carey, is a highly 
entertaining deseription of the Island kingdom 
under the rule of the Kamehamshas, Toe 
illustrations are reproductions from very old 
and valued oll paintings. Jams OMeara, 
formarly U.S. Commissioner to Hawaii, gives 
the history of Hawaiian annexation from the 
first endeavor, which occurred during Presi- 


dent Pierce’s administration, down to the 


latest strenuous efforts in this direction, and 
F. R. D, describes in a clear and graphic man- 





John fathered the National Policy—a policy, by 
the way, which he only believed in as an ex- 
pedient—and to remain in power he built the 
Canadian Pacific and turned Canada over to it. 
The Libere| party, with right on its side, led by 
cowards and trimmers, is to this day kept in 
the opposition by the dead politician. The 
National Policy is unadulterated protection. 
That is, it makes everything dearer for the 
consumer, and a few manufacturers richer. It 
worked so well politically that the cowardly 
Liberals, instead of attacking it as they had 
done in their first campsign, abandoned the 
fight and tacitly acquiesced in the wholesale 
robbing of consumers. Taxes increased, and, 
naturally, the young men and radicals dis- 


cussed independence and annexation; but for 
every voter in favor of annexation there were 
over one hundred in favor of indepandence, 
and one thousand in favor of loyalty to the 
crown. And so stands public sentiment in 


Canada to-day. However, it is the one that 
thinks, and it is he who will eventually bring 


about what is inevitable some time—annexa- 


tion to the United States.” REVIEWER. 


Art and Artists. 


The sale of Mrs, Dignam’s pictures advertised 
in another column should attract a large 











gathering at Coate & Co.’s on March 29. Be- 


sides the work of this talented artiste there 
will b3 several paintings by well kcown New 
York artists, and as the sale is to be without 
reserve, bargains may be expected. The cata- 


logue is endorsed by many flattering press 


notices. 


In consequence of the op2ning of the new 
Parliament Buildings and Legislative As- 
sembly being fixed tor Tuesday, April 4, the 
At Home to be given at Galbraith’s Academy 
will take place on Thursday, April 6, from 3 to 
7, instead of Tuesday as previously announced. 
The patronesses are: Her Excellency Lady 
Stanley, Mrs. Kirkpatrick, Lady Galt, Mrs, 
Sheriff Jarvis, and Mrs. E. B. Osler. 


The 2lst annual exhibition of the Ontario 
Society of Artists will be opened on April 22 
next. All work must be delivered unpacked at 
the Gallery not later than April 15, Forms can 
be hai on application to the secretary O. S. A., 
79 King street west. EFFIGY. 


oxen oe 


Old Tavern Signs. 





There have bsen many quaint old sign-boards 
which hung weather-beaten and creaking upon 
the hostelries of the past. Some of them exist 
to this day, when it is not considered necessary 
to exploit in wooden literature the old legend, 
‘*Eatertainment for man and beast.” The 
Greek and Roman publicans originated the 
custom which afterwards became almost uni- 
veraal. Nor was it an altogether disagreeable or 
ostentatious fashion, since the swinging, creak- 
ing sign gave the weary traveler his first wel 
come and furnished often an intellectual enter- 
tainment. The muse was often invoked for 
some spirited verse, which ornamented the 
sign in ornate lettering. A tavern-keeper in 
the Isle of Man has this over his door : 

“I'm Abram Lowe, and half way up the hill ; 
It] were hizher up, what's fuanier etill, 

I'd still be Lowe. Come in and take your fill 
Ot porter, ale, wine, spirite—what you will. 
Step io, my fdend, I pray, no further go ; 
My prices, like myeelf, are always low.” 


An English publican took great pride in a 
single line : 

‘* Try my dinners ; they can’t be beat.” 

The sign attracted much attention and offered 
amusement toall travelers,so much so that 
the landlord put on his glasses and scanned it 
proudly, to reassure himself of its excellence, 
What was his dismay to find that the waggish 


In the reign of Charles I. an edict forbade 
the use of large swinging signs, as they were 
found to be dangerous in high winds. There 
was not much attention paid, however, to the 
royal command, as the nobles themselves could 
not have found their favorite pot-house if its 
sign had been removed. 

Distinguished painters of the past expended 
some of their genius on sign-painting. 
museum at Basle there are two pictures by 
Holbein that were painted for signs for a 
schoolhouse, and Watteau painted a sign for a 
milliner’s shop in Paris. 
was a sign p3inter in his early youth.—Detroit 


Horas Vernet also 








The Usual Way. 


Fitz—What did you think of the musicale? 
Mac—Asa conversazione it was a pronounced 





That’s Why. 
$ = do you Irish parade on St. Patrick's 
a 


y 
**“Doesn’t it come in the month o’ March, 





Sort of Necessary. 


‘Isn't Lent tiresome?” said Miss Fl 
‘*A little,” replied Miss Kittish ; 
there were no Lent what would we do for 


Easter bonnets?” 





First dude—Pawst you in the avenue to-day, 
Chawles Chiccybird, and you stared wight at 
me and nevah spoke, 

Second dude—Beg pahdon, 
Nevah saw you, ‘pon honah! 
gis@hes on dontcher know. 


Had me eye- 








Just What He Wanted. 


Prospective Father-in-law—Oh, what is that 
wedding-check ink 
Young Lady—Whiy, that’s a new patent. 
You write a check at night, present it to the 
bride, and it fades out in 
Prospective Father-in-law—-Ah, 


R.M. MELVILLE 


Toronto General Steamship 








28 ADELAIDE STRHET HAST 


| For Steamship Tickets to All Parts 
ot the World at Lowest Rates 


MARTIN McMILLAN 


GROCER 
431 Yonge St. 


Has a large and well assorted stock of 


New Season’s Teas 
Pure Coffees 
Pure Spices 


Canned Goods of Every Description 
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DENTISTRY. 


DF McLAUGHLIN, Dentist 
Cor. College and Yonge Streets, Tel. 4903 
Special attention to the preservation of the natural teeth. 


N. PEARSON DR. C. H. BOSANKO 
Dentists 


Rooms No. 45 King Street West 
OVER HOOPER’S DRUG STORE 


ID®: 4LFRED F. WEBSTER, 


DENTIST 
Has removed to 32 Bloor Street West. Tel. 3868, 


DR. FRANK J. STOWE, Dentist 

Geetientinn ¢ ores Brown, New York. Office, 468 
ve., close Ollege St. q 

use of Electric Mouth ltuminator. eee - 


eee 
W. SPARROW,L D.S,D 
M. Coe. & Seateal Dental aa Surgecs 
Special attention paid to painless Sporting — 


DES. BALL & ZIEGLER (Successors to 


Dr. Hipkins). Rooms suite 23, Aroad 
and Gerrard Btreete. Dr. Hipkine will be suneateted on 
hie successors for atime. Hours 9 to 6. Tel. 2232. 


————————————— 


MEDICAL, 


D® BERTHA DYMOND 
Diseases of Women and Children 
199 COLLEGE 8T. TELEPHONE NO. 2583 


MASSAGE 


THOMAS COOK, 204 King Street West 
TELEPHUNE 1286. 














Dr. Oronhyatekha 


Special attention given to diseases of Throat, Lu 
Nervous System, Electricity and Inhalations. — 

Consultation rooms, 29 and 30 Canada Life Building. 
Houre—10 a.m. till 4 p m., and 7 to 8 p.m. 


A M. ROSEBRUGH, M.D., 
z EYE AND £AR SURGEON 
13] CHURCH STREET, TORONTO. 


ANDERSON & BATES 


Eye, Ear, Nose and Throat Specialist 
Telephone 3922. No. 5 College Street, Toronto. 


OHN B. HALL, M D., 326 and arvis 
Street, Wenqoratiur | > J 
Specialties—Diseases of Childre: and Nervous Diseases 
of Women. Office hours—11 to 12 a.m. and 4 to 6 p.m, 


D® PALMER 


40 College Street 
Telephone 3190.. 8rd Door from Yonge Street. 


GALBRAITH’S ACADEMY 


In affiliation with Academie Julian, Paris, France. 


School of Painting, Modeling and Drawing 


Younc Women’s Christian Guild Bullding 
19 and 21 McGill Street, Teronto 


The pupil advances from the study of the finest antiques 
to the living model. 


Prorgssors—G. A. REID, R.C.A., J. W. L. FORSTER, 
RC.A., HAMILTON McJARTHY, R.O.A. 


Circulars and terms on application at the studios, or,oy 
mail on addressing the Secretary. 


(Selene CM gE- 




















STRATFORD 


SPRING TERM 


Bagins Tuesday, April 4, 1893. 


Cor. Yonge and Gerrard Sts. | Cor. Market and Erie Ste. 


Young Men and Young Women trained for active, 
useful business life. Commercial, Shorthand and English 
Departments. Day and evening sessions. 


SHAW & ELLIOTT, Principals. 
Catalogues Free. Telephone 2388. 








- MONSARRAT HOUSE — 
1 Classic Ave., Toronte 


Boarding and Day School for Young Ladies 


MISS VENNOR, Principal 
(Late Trebover House, London, Eng.) 


A thorough course of instruction will be given in Eng- 
lish, Mathematics and Modern Languages. Pupils pre- 
pose for University examinations. Olasses in Swedish 

jarving will also be held twice a week. 


For terms and prospectus apply to Principal. 


MEISTERSCHAFT SCHOOL OF LANGUAGES 
20 Queen Street West 
Conversational lessons in French, German, Italian, eto. 
Preparations for University examinations. JAMES CUSIN, 
Principal, of Neuchatel, Switzerland. 


a 
FITS 

There are a great many kinds of fite, 
but the worst is a pair of boots that 
don’t fit. Wehave overcome that diffi 
cu'ty. From our long experience in 
business we can tell whather or not a 
boot will fit. That is the kind we buy. 
Then we order them in } sizes and 
different widths, which makes the 
certainty of a fit doubly certain. 
We have some of the daintiest 
shoes you ever saw this season. 


HM. & C, 
BLACHFORD 
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King Street East 





PICKLES KEEPS ONLY THE BEST OF AMERI- 
CAN RUBBERS, 


AL. 





PICKLES’ SHOE PARLOR, 3298 Wenge Street 


THE MERCHANTS’ RESTAURANT 
6 and & Jordan Street 
This well-known ee ae wate to the pe en. 
ow 5 hemos ie commeonions and the Bill of Fare care. 


tully and ghelen, sie te * aot LIQUORS 
Quality, a e cann 3 
ia 10 HENRY MORGAN, fee 





Around Town. 


Continued from Page One. 

sweet communion even by alonely fireside with 
those who have been with us, casting them into 
a prison will not save them from breaking a 
promise exacted under extraordinary circum- 
stances and dictated by selfishness. Just as 
freedom is beautiful politically, socially, and in 
every walk of life; just as the sense of duty is 
strongest where temptation is greatest; just as 
sentiment is sweetest and most binding when 
most extraordinarily placed, so our lives are 
apt to be shaped by the freedom we enjoy, by 
the sentiment which controls us, by the duty 
which prompts us. Promises and pledges seem 
to supersede everythingelse. They seem while 
they are unbroken to be the death of every- 
thing else. Wise men and wise women should 
never ask for them. If kept, they are the death 
of love and duty; if broken, they leave a wound 
in the heart and conscience which must always 
be unhealed sores filled with remorse and 
every day generating weakness. For who is 
there who, having broken a promise made be- 
side a deathbed, feels that any other promise 
can be sacred? Who is there who, feeling that 
his promises are worthless, can have any con- 
fidence in his own resolutions, and having no 
confidence in his own resolutions he is hope- 
less of fulfilling those arrangements he has 
made for gooddoing. Is he not apt to 
sink into the despondency and weakness 
of drifting as the flotsam and jetsam drift, 
slowly at first but finally involved in the vor- 
tex to which all waters, even the most quiet 
waters, tend ? Don. 


Art in Advertising. 


This has repeatedly been the heading of 
articles in newspapers and periodicals of late 
and may appear at the first glance a trifle stale, 
but I merely wish to call my reader’s attention 
to a little matter which may be classified under 
this title, and do not intend for one moment to 
enter into any discussion about the subject in 
general. 

1 am often the recipient of advertising trifles, 
presumably, I suppose, because I happened to 
incidentally remark in a previous article the 
change instyle of advertising during the past 
decade. 

This week I received from the local repre- 
sentative of the Canadian Pacific Railway 
samples of their Easter advertising, and I must 
say that art of no mean order is displayed both 
in choice of subject and shading, 

The circular which the Company annually 
mails to the principals of schools and colleges 
at this season of the year is printed in a helio- 
trope shade of ink, on a very fine sample 
of Japanese paper, which I am given to 
understand was imported directly from 
the “Land of the Chrysanthemum” for 
the Canadian Pacific's use. The paper appears 
to be made of some vegetable, fibrous sub- 
stance peculiar to that country, and the 
various samples are beautifully marked with 
outlines of flowers, birds, insects, etc., which 
altogéther make a very artistic circular and 
one which I shall keep as a souvenir of Easter 
1893, 

Enclosed with this circular is a very cute and 
appropriate card in the form of an egg, which 
is sure to be appreciated, particularly by the 
younger members of the community. 

In the same package I found some of the 
dearest little fellows on cardboard I have ever 
seen. Sorealistic. There are six in the series, 
each with some distinctive feature, but all so 
charming. The little people are represented 
crawling on the ground, and judging by their 
smiling faces appear to have succeeded 


to us with the proudest expression in the 
world, as much as to say, ‘See what I have 
got!” And what do they showto us? Only 
the motto of the company, “ All sensible people 
travel by the C. P. R.,” a household saying in 
this Canada of ours. 


The Women of Toronto Should be on Their ; 
Guard aud Know What is Brought 
Into Their Houses, 


For several weeks past a respectably dressed 
person has been calling at private residences 


throughout the city delivering a small package, 
p 


apparently a sample, but as a rule holding no 


the family. 
this meant 


conversation with members of 
Few people have suspected that 
anything more than the mere delivery of a trial 
package of some quack medicine and so paid 
little attention to it, but those whose curiosity 
was aroused by the appearance of the 
meek-faced stranger have discovered that 
the parcel was literally alive with in 
terest for every member of the household. 
It contained a quarter of a pound 
of Lessive Phenix, not a dangerous explosive, 
but the great French washing powder which is 
now used in nearly every home in France and 
bids fair to entirely supersede everything of 
that character which has been in use in this 
country and the United States. 

People generally are apt to hesitate before 
trying a new article and throw 
away a great blessing without realizingit. It 
is the duty of every housewife to see that this 
article gets a fair and unprejudiced trial in 
accordance with the directions on the wrapper, 
for it will surely hold.a prominent place in the 
house where it is once used, 

No article for easy washing of clothes and 
cleansing purposes generally can surpass this 
Lessive Phenix washing powder, and yet it 
costs only about half the price of ordinary 
soap. 

You will be delighted with the 
pearance of your clothes after the 
and wonder how it was all done so easily, but 
the great charm of it is that there is nothing 


Oo 


sometimes 


ap 
wash 


Berore Use 


in | 
gaining their desired object, for each holds it up | 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


R.Walker & Sons 


33, 36, 37, 89, 41 and 43 KING STREET EAST 


EASTER TIDINGS 


We hawve just received a further shipment of the 
LATRST NOVALTIBKS 


‘ JACKETS, COATS 
AND CAPES, =tc. 


which will be a handsome addition to our stock for the 


in Lessive Phenix that can injure the finest 
fabric or burn the hands. You cannot fully 
appreciate this washing powder until you have 
used it, not only in washing clothes but for 
cleaning all kinds of vessels, kitchen utensils, 
glassware, marble, floors, woodenware, wood- 
work, brass and silver ware, cutlery, etc., etc. 
If a sample package has not reached you tele- 
phone your grocer to send you one, then all 
that is asked is a fair and honest test of its 


merits. 


Shamus O’Brien. 


Current Cash is announced in our dramatic 
column to appear at Jacobs & Sparrow's next 
week, but owing to some difficulty about get- 
ting the scenery in shape for opening night, 
the bill will be changed to Shamus O’Brien, 
played by the same company. 


— 


The crossest man in Canada would be pleased 
with his photograph if taken by Lyonde, 
Hamilton’s high class photographic artist. 
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316 YONGE STREET., 
Having secured the exclusive agency for the Jenness-Miller 
Patterns, also the control of the Geo. Frost Dress Reform 
Waist, respectfully invite the inspection of the same. 
Yysilanti Union Suite in all styles. 





DICKSON & 
TOWNSEND 


CATALOGUE SALE 


First-Class Furniture, Heintzman 
Upright Piano, Brussels .Carpets, 
16th Century Oak Bedroom Suites, 
Handsome Library Furniture, 
Valuable Books of Engravings, 
Miscellaneous Books, Marble 
Clocks, Diner and Tea Sets, ete. 


Which the undersigned have received instrcctions to sell 
at the residence, 


80 SPADINA ROAD, 
ON 
TUESDAY, MARCH 28, 
WITHOUT RESERVE. 
The above furniture is of the best manufacture and in 
first-class condition, and pereons wishing to pick up a few 


pice articles are advised to attend this sale. 
TSRMS CASH. Sale at 11 a.m. 


TELEPHONE 
2972 


The American Corset and Dress Reform Ce., 


Catalogues ready aboot March 20. 
DICKSON &« TOWNSEND, 
Auctioneers. 


| THE MART 
| By OLIVER, COATE & Co. 


CATALOGUB SALE OF AN ARTIST'S COLLECTION OF 


‘Valuable Oil Paintings 


AND WATER COLORS 


FROM THB BRUSH OF EMINENT ARTISTS ONLY. 


The undersigned have been favored with instructions from 
MRS. M. E. DIGNAM 
| to sell by Auction at The Mart, 57 King Street East, on 


'WEDNESDAY, MARCH 29 


her much admired collection of 


| OIL PAINTINGS AND WATER COLORS 


numbering in all 120 lote, which attracted so great attention 
at her exhibition in her studio during last week. Besides 
her own well known work of years (inclucing pictures 
painted in Holland and France) will be found works of 
other representative artists, viz.: J. Dillon, Ben Foster, 
E. M. Scott, C. B. Cowan, E. L. Coffin, L. Graeme Ware, W. 
| L. Jadson, Miss Ida Mitchell, C. MacDonald Manly, H. 
Thompson acd W. H. Reid. 
The collection will be on view at The Mart two days 
| previvus to tale, and catalogues can be obtained from the 
Auctioneers. TERMS CASH. Sale at 2 30 o'clock. 


OLIVER, COATE & CO., Auctioneers 
im ( ANADIAN 
| PACIFIC Fy. 


FASTER 
| HOLIDAYS 
TO THE GENERAL PUBLIC 


Round Trip Tickets will be told between ail pointe East 
of Fort William and Detroit, 


Good Golsg 


March 36, 31 aad April i 
Good returning, leaving | 


SINGLE 
drsinsston noe jvr | FARE 


To Teachers and Seholars 


Round Trip Tickets will be sold on presentation of stand 
} ard form of School Vacation Railway Certificate signed by 
their principal, between all pointe East cf Fort William, in 


Canada only 
Good Goieg Fare and 
“iasapen ities |One-Third 


Warch 17 to 31, inclusive, 
Apply to any Agent of the Compsny 


| 
| 


Good te return leaving 


FRAr CIS’ PATENT LOOP HOOKS AND EYES, 


made io all sizes, silvered and black 


and the materia), and then down again, leaving the loop exposed for hook. 
For sale by live dealers everywhere. 


the value of those goods. 


The loops are set to place instantly by passing the point upward through lining 


Our numerous repeat orders are evidence of 


| 
| 


| 


| 
| 


THE GOLDEN LION. 


{* 


VE you tried it? 
If not. 


Why not ? 


EASTER TRADE. 


THE GOLDEN LION. 





Silk and Twist is unequalled 


for all ladies’ tailoring, dress- 


making, and general domestic 
use. 


It possesses a strength, 


lustre, and evenness which 
you find in no other thread. 
Ladies prefer it, dressmakers 
recommend it. 


II! 


ESCALLOPED OYSTER OR BAKING 


DICKSON & 


TELEPHONE 
2972 


PRIVATE COLLECTION 
Water Colors and Oil Paintings 


The undersigned will sell by auction at their rooms, 15 
King street west, on 


MONDAY, MARCH 27, 


a private collection of Water Color Drawinge and Oil 
Paintings by well known Canadian and Foreign Artists. 
TERMS CASH. Sale at 2 30 p.m. 
On view Friday and Saturday, March 24 and 25. 
DICKSON & TOWNSEND, 
Auctioneers. 


CARPET CLEANING 


Done by the HYGIENIC Carpet- 
Cleaning Machine. 


We also clean Carpets Without REMOV- 
ING from the floor if necessary. 


SATISFACTION GUARANTEED. 


TOWNSEND | New 


Designs ranging in 
price from $8.50 to 
$25.00 each, 


Also, New Goods specially 
suitable for Wedding 


Presents. 


THE TORONTO SILVER PLATE CO. 


FACTORIES AND SALESROOMS, 


ORDERS PROMPTLY ATTENDED TO. | ®_G. GOODBRHAM, Maneger. 


J. & J. L. OMALLEY 


FURNITURE WAREROOMS 


570 KING ST. WEST, TORONTO 
JNO. O. OOPP, Sec.-Treas, 


KENT BROS. 


RETIRING FROM BUSINESS 


THEIR IMMENSE STOCK OF 


Telephone 1057 160 Queen St. West 


FINE FURNITURE 


FOR 


Drawing-Room 
Bedroom 


Dining-Room 
IN THE LATEST DESIGNS 


And at Reasonable Prices. 


The CHAS. ROGERS & SONS C0., Ltd. 


97 Yonge Street 





CMLDREN AND INVALDD 


For 25 years the standard 
throughout the world. 

No Milk, Water only, required 
to prepare for the feeding bottle. 

Your Doctor will tell you it is 
the safest diet for baby. 

Its use will show it to be the 
most economical. 

Sample and our book * The Baby’ 
mother sendin her ad: 
this paper 
Thos. Leeming & Co., Montreal. 


free loan “es 


dress and mentionin 


| 
Diamonds, Watehes, Jewellery, Silverware, Cloeks 


Bronzes, Kie., Ete. 


To be sold at a reduction of from 25 to 40 per cent, 


Bargains in every department. Come and see. 


KENT BROS., Manufacturers and Importers 


168 YONGE STREET, Sign of ihe Indian Clock. 


BELLEEK 


A choice selection cf this celebrated IRISH CHINA in 
AFTERNOON TEA SETS 
SUGARS AND CREAMS 
BON BON DISHES 


CUPS AND SAUCERS, ETC. 


ALL OF THE LATEST DECORATIONS 


Z . . i OR 
Complete Dinner Services in White China | BeILBY—March 19, James Beltty 
6 


for Decorating. 


WEDDING GIFTS A SPECIALTY 


FOSTER—HOOVER—March 8, George Foster to Jane B. 
Hoover. 


WALLS—March 21, Mrs. A _ 
March 21, Mre. Andrew Walls, : 
DAV1S—March 13, Joel W. Davis, Sond an 
ANDERSON— March 14, Helen Y. Anderson, aged 86, 
KILGOUR—At Guelph, on Maroh 20, Rev. James Kilgour. 
BOOTH—March 15, Joseph D. Booth, aged 64. 
ROBERTS— March 15, Ann Jane Roberte, aged 77. 
McKELLAR— March 15, Tom McKellar. 
McLEAN— March 16, Isabella McLean. 
MUNDY—March —, V, E. Mundy, aged $1. 
MACLEAN—March 6, Mary Maclean. 

OOKS—March 16, Lawrence Orooke, aged 35 
k aged 54. 
JEWELL—Maroh 21, Mary Ann Jewell. 
DAVIS—March 20, John H. Davis, aged 61. 


INSIST UPON A 


WILLIAM JUNOR| HEINTZMAN CO. 


Tel. 2177 109 King St. West 





The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 


Births. 

LECKIE—March 16, Mra. J. Leckie—twin sone. 
HANSON—Feb. 26, Mrs. Thomas Hanson—a son. 
MORRIS—Maroh 19, Mre. W. D Morrie—a daughter. 
PEARCE—March 15, Mre. W. K. Pearce—a daughter. 
HYSLOP—March 14, Mrs. Wm. Hyslop—a son. 
PARKER— Merch 13, Mrs. J. D. Parker—a daughter (still- 

born.) 
STOW E— March 15, Mrs. Frank J. Stowe—a daughter. 
VAN NOSTRAND—March 16, Mrs. Van Nostrand—a daugh- 


ter. 
TREMAYNE—March 13, Mre. H_ O Tremayne—s daughter 
BROW N—March i9, Mre. W. G. Brown—a son. 
DAV!IDSON—March 20, Mre. A. Davidson—a daughter. 
HOWLAND—March 18, Mrs. L. B. Howland—a son. 
KINGSTON— March 20, Mra. G. M. Kingston—a son 
CARLYLE— March 20, Mrs. Jas. Carlyle—a daughter. 

M 

PICKARD—KEY—Maroh 20, 

garet J. Key. 
CRATE—REID—March 15, A. E. Orate to Susie Reid. 
WATSON—SMITHSON—Maroh 15, Charles H. Watson to 


Charlotte Smithson. 
RUST—MACDONALD—March 16, R. Rust to Catherine 


Macdonald. 
GRANT—BROWN—March 15, Lachlan Grant to Edith 
Brown. 


es. 
ward H. Pickard to Mar- 


PIANO 


When you are ready to purchase a Piano for a lifetime; 
not the makeshift instruments for a few years’ use, but the. 
Piano whose sterling qualities will leave absolutely nothing . 
to be desired, them insist upon having a 


HEINTZMAN & CO PIANO 


Ite pure singing tone is not an artifical quality soon to 
wear away, leaving harehness in place of brilliancy, dul. 
ness in place of sweetness, but an inherent right of the 
Heintsman. Forty-five years of patient endeavor upon 
this point, non-detericration with age, hae made the Heint z- 
man what is ie—the acknowledged standard ot» 
durability. 


CATALOGUES FREE ON APPLICATION 


HEINTZMAN & CO.. 


117 King Street West 





